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O 
G ROT T O near the TRHAuEsG, 
at TwickENHAM, 

Compoſed of Marbles, Spars, and Minerals . 

| Buy Mr. POPE, 


HOU who ſhalt ſtop, where Thames“ tranſlucent wave 
Shines a broad mirrour through the ſhadowy caves 
Where lingering drops from mineral roofs diſtill, 
And pointed cryſtals break the ſparkling rill, 


= The improving and finiſhing this Grotto, was the favourite amuſe- 
ment of Mr, Pope's declining years ; and the beauty of his poetic genius 
in the diſpoſition and ornaments of this romantic receſs, appeats to as 
much advantage as in his beſt-contrived Poems.—See his deſcription of 
it in a letter to Edward Blount, Eſq; vol. viii, of his works. 
Vot. III. A Unpoliſh'd 
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nd latent metals innocently glow*, * . 3 2 
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Approach: Put wrefol! Lo th? e der 

4 Whete, nobly-penſive,!ST. Joux lated thought : a 1 
ere BritithiGghs from dying Wien AN Role, HE 

nd the bright flame was ſhot thro Magen own” 3 . 
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HYMN on SOLITUDE. 
By Janes 0 Eſq; Author of the Seaſons, 


AIL, ever-pleaſing Solitude! 
Companion of the wiſe and good ! 
But, from whoſe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools, and villains fly. 
Oh! how I love with thee to walk! 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk ; 


> Alloting to Numa's projetting his iy kes of politicks in this 
Grott ; afſiied, as he gave out, by the Goddeſs geri 


Which 


A. 
Which innocence, and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. _ 
A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in every ſhape you pleaſe ; 
Now rapt in ſome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; __ 
Now quick from hill to dale you fly, 
And now, you ſweep the vaulted ſky, 
And nature triumphs in your eye: 
Then firait again you court the ſhade, 
And pining hang the-penſive head. 
A ſhepherd next you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 
A lover now with all the grace 
Of that ſweet paſſion in your face ! 
Then, ſoſt- divided, you aſſume | 
The gentle-looking Hertford's bloom, 
As, with her PRILOM ELTA b, ſhe, 
{Her PRILOMELA fond of thee) 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale, 
A thouſand ſhapes your wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in every ſhape you pleaſe. 
Thine is th? unbounded breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born ; 


a Afterwards Dutcheſs of Somerſet. 
The celebrated Mrs. Elizabeth Rowe. 
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And while meridian fervors beat 
' 'Thine is the woodland's dumb retreat; 
But chief, when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful dear decline, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 
Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage, and ſwain ; 
Plain Innocence in white array'd, 
And Contemplation rears the head : 
Religion with her aweful brow, 
And rapt URan1a waits on you. 
Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret cell! 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell : 
For ever with thy raptures fir'd, 
For ever from the world retir'd ; 
Nor by a mortal ſeen, ſave he 
A Lycipas, or Lycon be. 


Ap 


AOLUS's HARP: 
By the Same. 

Therial race, inhabitants of air! 
Who byma your God amid the ſecret grove 


Ye unſeen beings to my harp repair, 
And raiſe re ſtrains, or melt in love. 


| II, 
Thoſe — notes, how kindly they upbraid ! 
With what ſoft woe they thrill the lover's heart ! 
Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy maid, 
Who dy'd of love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 


2 Kolus' s Harp is a muſical inftrument, which plays with the 
wind, invented by Mr, Oſwald; its — are fully deſcribed in 
the Caſtle of n. 


3 III. But 


1 
5 
But hark! that ſtrain was of a graver tone, 
On the deep ſtrings his hand ſome hermit throws 4 * 
Or he the /acred Bard / who ſat alone, 
In the drear _ and Sa his * woes. 


IV. 
Such was the ſong which Zion's children ſung, 
When by Euphrates? ſtream they made their plaint ; ; 
And to ſuch ſadly ſolemn notes are ſtrung | 
Angelic harps,” to ſooth a dying ſaint. 15 


N. 
Methinks I hear the full celeſtial * 
=" = Thro' heaven's high dome their aweful anthem raife ; 
FF Now chanting clear; and now they all conſpire 


1 To ſwell the lofty hymu, from praiſe to ptaiſ gg. 
i Aizq5r qu ym 07 2gnisd rvwny of 
1 l ene 
J. Let me, ye wand'ring ſpirits of the wind, 

i "Fl Who as wild Fancy prompts you touch the — 2 
4 + Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join'd, 
] i | For, *till you ceaſe, my Muſe * to fing. 
5 | 2 4 Tn 500% 10 P10 5 


© Jeremiah, 


On 
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* 


On the Report of a WoopEx Bzx1Dce to be 
built at Weſtminſter a, 


By the Same. 


Y Rufus. hall, where Thames polluted flows, 
Provok'd, the Genius of the river roſe, 

And thus exclaim'd : —** Have I, ye Britiſh ſwains, 
Have I, for ages, lav'd your fertile plains ? 

© Given herds, and flocks, and villages increaſe, 

«« And fed a richer than the Golden Fleece ? 

«« Have I, ye merehants, with each ſwelling tide, 

« Pour'd Afric's treaſure in, and India's pride? 

« Lent you the fruit of every nation's toil ? 

„Made every climate your's, and every ſoil ? 


- « Yet pilfer'd from the poor, by gaming baſe, 


«« Yet muſt a Wooden Bridge my waves diſgrace? 
«© Tell not to foreign ſtreams the ſhameful tale, 

« And be it publiſh'd in no Gallic vale,” - 

He ſaid ; — and plunging to his cryſtal dome, 
White o'er his head the circling waters foam. 


421 the year 1737, the Commiſſioners for building Weſtminſter . 


Bridge came to a reſolution; that it ſhould be conftruſted of timber, and 
not of one, - 
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The C RnoicE of HERCULES. 
A E 0 E. N. 


| INE 
OW. had the ſon of Jove mature, attain'd 
a. * Thejoyful prime: when youth, elate and gay, 
Steps into life ; and follows unreſtrain'd | 
' Where paſſion leads, or prudence points the way. 
In the pure mind, at thoſe ambiguous years, 
Or vice, rank weed, firſt ſtrikes her pois'nous root; 


'F: Or haply virtue's op'ning bud appears 

1 By juſt degrees; fair bloom, of faireſt fruit: 

1 Summer ſhall ripen what the Spring began; 

| Ih Youth's generous fires will glow more conſtant in the man. 
4 | II. | 

2 As on a day, reflecting on his age 


For higheſt deeds now ripe, Alcides ſought 
Retirement; nurſe of contemplation ſage ; 
Step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding thought; 
| 88 Muſing, 
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Muſing, with ſteady pace the youth purſu'd 
His walk; and loſt in meditation ſtray d 
Far in a lonely vale, with ſolitude 
Converting ; ; while intent his mind ſurvey'd 
The dubious path of life : before him lay 
Here Virtue's rough aſcent, there Pleaſure”: s flow ry way. 
2 III., 
Much did the view divide his way "ring mind: 
Now glow'd his breaſt with generous thirſt of fame; 
Now love of eaſe to ſofter thought inclin d 
His yielding ſoul, and quench'd the riſing flame. 
When lo! far off two female forms he ſpies; 
Direct to him their ſteps they ſeem to bear: 
Both large and tall, exceeding human ſize; 
Both, far exceeding human beauty, fair. 
Graceful, yet each with different grace, they move: 
This, ſtriking ſacred awe ; that ſofter, winning love. 
IV. 
The ert, in native dignity ſurpaſt; 
Artleſs and unadorn'd ſhe pleas'd the more: 
Health, o'er her looks, a genuine luſtre caſt ; 
A veſt, more white than new-fall'n ſnow, ſhe wore, 
Auguſt the trod, yet modeſt was her air; 
Serene her eye, yet darting heav'nly fire. 
Still ſhe drew near; and nearer ſtill more fair, 
More mild appear'd : yet ſuch as might inſpire 
Pleaſure corrected with an aweful fear; 
Majeſtically ſweet, and amiably ſevere. 
| V. The 


1 10 J 
n V. : Fe 
The other dame ſeem'd ev'n of fairer hue 
But bold her mien; unguarded rov'd her eye: 
And her fluſh'd cheeks confeſs'd at nearer view 
The borrow'd bluſhes of an artful dye. 
All foft and delicate, with airy ſwim 
Lightly ſhe danc'd along ; her robe betray'd, 
Thro' the clear texture every tender limb, 
Height'ning the charms it only ſeem'd to ſhade ; 
And as it flow'd adown, ſo looſe and thin, 
Her ſtature ſhew'd more tall; more ſnowy-white her ſkin, 
| „ . 
Oft with a ſmile ſhe view'd herſelf aſkance ; 
Ev'n on her ſhade a conſcious look ſhe threw ; 
Then all around her caſt a careleſs glance, 
To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew. 
As they came near, before that other maid 
Approaching decent, eagerly ſhe preſt 
With haſty ſtep ; nor of repulſe afraid, 
The wond'ring youth with fredom bland addreſt 
With winning fondneſs on his neck ſhe hung; 
Sweet as the honey-dew flow'd her enchanting tongue. 


VII. 
« Dear Hercules, whence this unkind delay? 
* Dear youth, what doubts can thus diſtract thy mind? 
«« Securely follow, where I lead the way; 


«« And range through wilds of pleaſure unconfin'd. 
% With 


tine 


© With me retire, from noiſe, and pain, and care, 
t Embath'd in bliſs, and wrapt in endleſs eaſe: 
„ Rough is the road to fame, thro' blood and war 3 
% Smooth is my way, and all my paths are peace. 
« With me retire, from toils and perils free z _ 
7e Leave honour to the wretch! Pleaſures were made for thee, 
1 VIII. | 
00 Then will I grant thee all thy ſoul's Jefire ; 
we All that may chatm thing ear, and pleaſe thy fight: 
All that thy thought can frame, orwiſhrequire, 
« To ſteep thy raviſh'd ſenſes in delight. | 
«« 'Theſumptuous feaſt, enhanc'd with muſic's ſound; 
% Fitteſt to tune the melting ſoul to love: 
4 Rich odours, breathing choiceſt ſweets around ; 
«© The fragrant bow'r, cool fountain, ſhady grove : 
«« Freſh flowers, t6 ſtrew thy couch; and crown thy head ; 
« Joy ſhall attend thy ſteps, and eaſe ſhall ſmooth thy bed. 
IX, 
« Theſe will I, freely, conſtantly ſupply ; 
or Pleaſures, not earn'd with toil, nor mixt with woe: 
«« Far from thy reſt repining want ſhall fly; 
«« Nor labour bathe wy thy careful brow. 
«« Mate the copious harveſt ſhall be thine ; - 
«« Let the ſtrong hind ſubdue the tubborn ſoil : 
Leave the raſh ſoldier fpoils of war to win; 
«© Won by the ſoldier thou ſhalt ſhare the ſpoil ; 
** Theſe ſofter cares my bleſt allies employ, 
«© New a to invent; to wiſh, and to enjoy.“ 
8 X. The 
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| . 
The youth her winning voice attentive caught; 
He gaz'd impatient on the ſmiling maid ; 
Still gaz'd, and liſten'd : then her name beſought: 
My name, fair youth, is Happineſs, ſhe ſaid, 
«« Well can my friends this envy'd truth maintain: 
« They ſhare my bliſs ; they beſt can ſpeak my praiſe : 
„ Tho? Slander call me Sloth—detraQtion vain ! 
«© Heed not what'Slander, vain detraQor, ſays : 
ay « Slander, ſtill prompt true merit to defame ; 
To blot the brighteſt worth, and blaſt the faireſt name.” 


| XI. 
By this, arriv'd the fair majeſtic maid : 
| (She all the while, with the ſame modeſt pace, 
Compos d, advanc'd.) ** Know, Hercules,“ ſhe ſaid 
With manly tone, ** thy birth of heav'nly race; 
« Thy tender age that lov'd Inſtruction's voice, 
„ Promis'd thee generous, patient, brave, and wiſe ; 
When manhood ſhould confirm thy glorious choice: 
4 Now expectation waits to ſee thee riſe. 
% Riſe, youth! exalt thyſelf, and me: approve 
Thy high deſcent from heav'n; and dare be worthy Jove. 


XII. 
Rut what truth prompts, my tongue ſhall not diſguiſe; 
The ſteep aſcent muſt be with toil ſubdu'd: 
1 * Watchings and cares muſt win the lofty prize 
1 «« Propos'd by heav'n; true bliſs, and real good. 
(| «« Honour 


1 0341] 


„ Honour rewards-the brave and bold alone ; 
ve She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe : 
«« Danger and toil ſtand ſtern before her throne ; 
« And guard (ſo Jove commands) the ſacred place. 
„Who ſeeks her muſt the mighty coſt ſuſtain, | 
3 And pay the price of fame; labour, and care, and pain. 
4 XIII. | t 
„ Would'ſ thou engage the gods peculiar care? 
4 O Hercules, th' immortal pow'rs adore! 
«© With a pure heart, with ſacrifice and pray'r 
«« Attend their altars ; and their aid implore. | 
Or would'ſt thou gain thy country's loud applauſe, 
« Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd ? 
«© Be thou the bold aſſertor of her cauſe ; 
% Her voice, in council; in the fight, her ſword. 
In peace; in war, purſue thy country's good: 
For ber, bare thy bold breaſt; and pour thy generous blood. 
XIV. 
t Would'ſt thou, to quellthe proud and lift th'oppreft, 
% In arts of war and matchleſs ſtrength excel ? 
«« Firſt conquer thou thyſelf, To eaſe, to reſt, 
«© To each ſoft thought of pleaſure, bid farewel. 
« The night, alternate due to ſweet repoſe, 
In watches waſte; in painful march, the day: 
«« Congeal'd, amidſt the rigorous winter's ſnows ; 
© Scorch'd, by the ſummer's thirſt-inflaming ray. 
Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt ſuperior might ; 
* 1 ſhall brace thine arm, reſiſtleſs in the fight.” 
XV. “ Hear'f 
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XV. 
ec Hear'ſt thou, iran. thou muſt engage? 
(Abrupt ſays Sloth,) “ what toils ſhe bids thee prove ? 
« What endleſs toils ? III fit thy tender age 
4% Wumult and war; fit age, for joy and love. 
„Turn, gentle youth, to me; to love and joy! 
* To theſe I lead: no monſters here ſhall ſtay 
© Thine eaſy courſe ; no cares thy peace annoy : 
« lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way. 
e Short is my way; fair, eaſy, ſmooth, and plain : 
Turn, gentle youth! With me, eternal pleaſures reign.' 
| XVI. 
«« What pleaſures, vain miſtaken wretch, are thine l 
(Virtue with ſcorn reply'd :) ©* who ſleep'ſt in eaſe 
« Inſenſate; whoſe ſoft limbs the toil decline 
That ſeaſons bliſs, and makes enjoyment pleaſe, 
« Draining the copious bowl, ere thirſt require; 
. Feaſting, ere hunger to the feaſt invite: 
| *© Whoſe taſteleſs joys anticipate defire 
_ «© Whom luxury ſupplies with appetite : 
& Yet nature loaths; and thou employ'ſt i in vain 
Variety and art to conquer her diſdain. 
: | XVII. 
The ſparkling nectar, cool'd with ſummer ſnows z 
4 The dainty, board, with choiceſt viands ſpread ; 
To thee are taſteleſs all! Sincere repoſe 
% Flies from thy flowr'y couch, and . 
| « Far 


1 15 1 
4 For thou art only tir'd with indolence : 
Nor ſleep with ſelf-rewarding toil haſt bought; | 
„ Th' imperfect ſleep, that lulls thy languid ſenſs | 
< Tn dull oblivious interval of thought: 
„That kindly ſteals th' inactive hours away 
WM From the long, ling'ring ſpace, that lengthens out the day. 
| XVIII. 
«© From bounteous nature's nnexhandded ſtores 
« Flows the pure fountain of ſincere delights: 
*« Averſe from her, you waſte the joyleſs hours ; 
c Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights, 
«© Immortal though thou aft, indignant Jove 
Hurl'd thee from heaven, th'immortals bliſsful place; 
For ever baniſh'd from the realms above; 
«© Todwell on earth, with man's degenerate race: 
« Fitter abode 1 On earth alike diſgrac'd ; 
2 IN by the wiſe, and by the fool embrac'd. 
XIX. 
Fond wretch, that vainly weeneſt all delight 
«« To gratify the ſenſe reſerv d for thee! 
Vet the moſt pleaſing object to the fight, 
«« 'Thine own fair action, never didſt thou ſee. 
* Though lull'd with ſofteſt ſounds thou lieſt along; 
«« Soft muſic, warbling voices, melting lays ; 
Neꝰ er didꝰſt thou hear, more ſweet than ſweeteſt ſong 
Charming the ſoul, thou ne'er didſt hear thy praiſe l 
„Noto thy revels let the fool repair: 
2 * To ſuch, go ſmooth thy ſpeech; and ſpread thy tempting 
« ſnare. 
3 XX, «« Vaſt 


| 
1 


13 


g XX. : 
re Vaſt happineſs enjoy thy gay allies ! 
« A youth, of follies ; an old age, of cares: 
« Young, yet enervate ; old, yet never wile ; 
© Vice waſtes their vigour, and their mind impairs, 
* Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtleſs eaſe 
«© Reſerving woes for age their prime they ſpend ; 
% All wretched, hopeleſs, in the evil days 
«© With ſorrow to the verge of life they tend. 
& Griey'd with the preſent ; of the paſt aſham'd : 
* They live, and are deſpis'd : they die, nor more are nam'd.” 


XXI. | 
«« But with the gods, and god-like men, I Havel : 
« Me, his ſupreme delight, th* almighty Sire | 
% Regards well-pleas'd : whatever works excel, 
c« All or divine or human, I inſpire. 
_ © «© Counſel with ſtrength, and induſtry with art, 
ce In union meet conjoin'd, with me reſide : 
| «« My dictates arm, inſtruct, and mend the one 3 
«© The ſureſt policy, the wiſeſt guide. 
« With me, true friendſhip dwells ; ſhe deigns to bind 
e 'Thoſe generous ſouls alone, whom I before have N 


. | 
«© Nor need my friends the various coſtly feaſt ; 
Hunger to them th“ effects of art ſupplies z 
Labour prepares their weary limbs to reſts 


«« Sweet is theirſleep: light, chearful, ſtrong they riſe. 
9 « The 


71 


rr Throꝰ' health, throꝰ joy; thro? pleaſure and renowy” 


tc They tread my paths; and by a ſoft deſcent, 
«« At length to age all gently ſinking down, 
« Look back with tranſport on a life well-ſpent : 
% In which, no hour flew unimprov'd away; 
„In which, ſome generous deed diſtinguiſh'd every day. 
XXIII. 
r And when; the deſtin'd term at length compleat, 
% Their aſhes reſt in peace z eternal Fame 
„Sounds wide their praiſe: triumphant over fate, 
In ſacred ſong, for ever lives their name. 
This, Hercules, is happineſs ! Obey 
% My voice; and live. Let thy celeſtial birth 
Lift, and enlarge thy thoughts. Behold the way 
*© That leads to fame; and raiſes thee from earth 
te Immortal ! Lo, I guide thy ſteps. Ariſe, 
te Purſue the glorious path; and claim thy native ſkies.” 
„V. 
Her words breathe fire celeſtial, and impart 
New vigour to his ſoul, that ſudden caught 
The generous flame: with great intent his heart 
. Swells full; and labours with exalted thought: 
The miſt of error from his eyes diſpell'd, 
Through all her fraudful arts in cleareſt light 
Sloth in her native form he now beheld ; 
Unveil'd, ſhe ſtood confeſt before his ſight 3 
Falſe Siren 1—All her vaunted charms, that ſhone 
So freſh erewhile, and fair: now wither'd, pale, and gone. 
Vol. III. B RXV. No 


. 
ee. 
No more, the roſy bloom in ſweet diſguiſe 
Maſks her diſſembled looks: each borrow'd grace 
Leaves her wan cheek; pale ſickneſs clouds her eyes 
Livid and ſunk, and paſſions dim her face. | 
As when fair Iris has awhile difplay'd 
Her watry arch, with gaudy painture gay ; 
While yet we gaze, the glorious colours fade, 
And from our wonder gently ſteal away: | 
. Where ſhone the beauteous phantom erſt ſo bright, 
Now lowers the low-hang cloud ; all gloomy to the fight. 


But Virtue more engaging all the while 
Diſclos'd new charms ; more lovely, more ſerene ; 
Beaming ſweet influence. A milder ſmile 
Soften'd the terrors of her lofty mien. 
c« Lead, goddeſs, I am thine ! (tranſported cry'd. 
Alcides :) OO propitious pow'r, thy way _ 
«« Teach me! poſſeſs my ſoul ; be thou my guide: 
« From thee, O never, never let me ſtray!“ a 
While ardent thus the youth his vows addreſs'd ; 
With all the goddeſs fill'd, already glow'd his breaſt. 


XXVII. 
The heavenly maid; with ſtrength divine endu'd 
His daring ſoul; there all her pow'rs combin'd ; 
Firm conſtancy , undaunted fortitude, 
Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind. 
7 n Dumov'd 
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L 
Unmov'd in toils, in dangers undiſmay'd, 
By many a hardy deed and hold emprize, 
From fierceſt monſters, through her powerful aid, 
He freed the earth: through her he gain'd tlie ſkies, 
"Twas Virtue plac'd hãm in the bleſt- abode; 
Crown'd with n. youth ; among the Gods, à God. 
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RIT O NI the thunder of the wrath divine, 
Due to thyfathers crimes, and longwith-held from thine, 
Shall burſt with tenfold rage on thy devoted head; 

Unleſs with conſcious terrors awd, 

By meek, heart-ſtruck repentante led, 

Suppliant thou fall before th” offended God: 
T haply yet thou may'f avert his ire; 

And ſtay hiv arm out- ſtretch d to launce the avenging fire. 
* B 2 | Il. Did 
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Did not high God of old ordain, . 
When to thy graſp he gave the ſcepter of the main, 
That empire in this favour'd land, 
Fix'd on religion's ſolid baſe ſhould ſtand ? 
When from thy ſtruggling neck he broke 
Th' inglorious, galling, papal yoke, 
Humbled the pride of haughty Spain, 
And freed thee by a woman-hero's hand ; 
He then confirm'd the ſtrong decree : 
<«© Briton, be virtuous and be free; 
Be truth, be ſanRtity thy guide: 
ce Be humble: fear thy God; and fear thou none beſide.” 


: III. 
Oft has th' offended Pow'r his rifing anger ſhown : 
Led on by his avenging hand 
Rebellion triumphs in the land: {thrown, 


Twice have her barbarous ſons our war-train'd hoſts o'er- 
They fell a cheap inglorious prey ; 
Th* ambitious victor's boaſt was half ſuppreſt, 
While heav'n-bred fear, and wild diſmay, 
Unman'd the warrior's heart, and reign'd in every breaſt. 
IV. | 
Her arms to foreign lands Britannia bore ; 
Her arms, auſpicious now no more! | 
With frequent conqueſts where the fires were crown'd ; 
The ſons ill-fated fell, and bit the hoſtile ground: *. | 


11 7 
The tame, war- trading Belgian fled, 
While in bis eauſe the Briton bled: | 
The Gaul ſtood wond' ring at his own/ſucceſs ; 
Ott did his hardipft bands their wonted-fears confeſs, 
Struck with diſmay, and meditating flight; 
While the brave foe {ill arg'd th' unequal fight, 
While WiLL1am with his Father's ardour fit d, 
Through all th' undaunted hoſt the generous flame in{pie'd! 


a Sch et l n 
But heavier far the weight of ſhame 
That ſunk Britannia's nayal fame: 
In vain ſhe ſpreads her once-victorious ſails ; 
Or fear, or raſhneſs, in her chiefs prevails ; 
And wildly theſe prevent, thoſe baſely ſhun the fight ; 
Content with humble praiſe, the foe 
Avoids the long-impending blow ; 
Improves the kind eſcape, and triumphs in his flight. 


VI. | FIST 
The monſtrous age, which till increafing years debaſe, 
Which teems with unknown crimes, and genders new diſ- 
Firſt, unreſtrain'd by honour, faith, or ſhame, [ grace, 
Confounding every ſacred name, 
The hallow'd nuptial bed with lawleſs luſt profan'd ; 
Deriv'd from this polluted ſource 
The dire corruption held its courſe 
Through the whole canker'd race, and tainted all the land. 
B 3 VII. The 


121 
The rip'ning maid is vers d in every dangerous art, 
That ill adorns the form whale it corrupts the et 1 
Practis d to dre(s, to dance, to play. 19 
In wan ton maſk to lead the way, , 195 
To move the pliant limbs, to roll the luring eye; 
With fally's gayeſt partizans to vye 
In empty noiſe and yainiexpence z 
To celebrate with flaunting air 
The midnight revels of the fair; 
Stydious of every praĩſe, but virtue. truth, and nie; 
VIII. 118 
Thus leſſon'd in intrigue her early thought da L 
Nor meditates in vain forbidden loves: | 
Soon the gay nymph i in Cyprus train ſhall roye - 
Free and at large amidſt th* Idalian grove ; 
Or haply jealous of the voice of fame, 
| Maſk'd in the matron's ſober name, 
With many a well-diſſembled wile 
The kind, convenient huſband's care beguile ; 
More deeply vers'd in Venus' myſtic lore, 
Yet/for ſuch meaner arts too lofty and ſublitne, 
The proud, high- born, patrician whore, 
Bears unabaſh'd her front ; and glories in 1. crime. £ 
. "I. | g ; — 2 8 7 
Hither from city and from court 
| The votaries of loye reſort; 7 
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The rich, the great, the gay, and the ſevete ; 
The. penſian d architect of laws; 
The patriot, loud in virtue? s cauſe ; 
Proud of imputed worth, the peer : 
Regardleſs of his faith, his country, or his name, 
He pawns his honour and ellate; 
Nor reckons at how dear a rate 
* purchaſes diſeaſe, and ſervitude, and ſhame. 
X. 
Not from fuch daſtard ſires, to every virtue loſ, 
Sprung the brave youth which Britain once could boaſt : 
Who eurb'd the Gaul's uſurping ſway, 
Who ſwept th' unnumber'd hoſts away, 
In Agincourt, and Creſſy's glorious plain; 
Who dy'd the ſeas with Spaniſh blood, 
Their vainly-vaunted fleets ſubdu'd, 
And ſpread the mighty wreck o'er all the vanquiſh'd main. 
XI. | 
No—'twas a generous race, by worth tranſmiſſive known: 
In their bold breaſt their fathers ſpirit glow'd : 
In their pure veins their mothers virtue flow'd : 
They made hereditary praiſe their own, 
The fire his emulous offspring led- 
The rougher paths of fame to tread ; 
The matron train'd their ſpotleſs youth 
In honour, ſanctity, and truth; 
Form'd by th' united parents care, 8 
The ſons, tho bold, were wiſe; the daughters chaſte, tho? fair. 
B 4 XII. How 
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XII. 
How Time, all- waſting, ey'n the worſt impairs, 
And each foul age to dregs full fouler runs! 
Our fires, more vicious ev'n than theirs, 
Left us, ſtill more degenerate heirs, 
To ſpawn a baſer brood of monſter-breeding ſons. 


— 
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Or, The GREAT METAMORPHOSIS, 
A POEM, written in Imitation of SyzNnsER. 


By Dr. Gros TER RipLEy *, 


I. 
HE RE early Phœbus ſheds his milder beams, 
The happy gardens of Adonis lay : 
There Time, well pleas'd to wonne, a youth beſeems. 


Ne yet his wings were fledg'd, ne locks were grey ; 
Round 


2 Dr, Gloſter Ridley was collaterally deſcended from Dr. Nicholas 
Ridley, biſhop of London, who was burnt in the reign of Queen Mary 
He was born at ſea in the year 1702, on board the Glouceſter Eaſt Ind a- 
man, to which circumſtance he was indebted for his chriſtian name. He 
received his education at Wincheſter ſchool, and from thence was elect- 
ed to a fellowſhip at New College, Oxford, where he proceeded B. C. L. 
April 29, 1729. He ſoon afterwards entered into holy orders, and was 


appointed chaplain to the Eaſt India Company at Poplar ; to this trifling 
preferment 
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Round him in ſweet accord the Seaſons play 
With fruites and bloſſoms meint, in goodly greey 
And dancing hand in hand rejoice the lea. 
Sick gardens now no mortal wight can ſee, 

Ne mote they in my fimple verſe deſcriven be. 

| II. | 

The temper'd clime full many a tree affords ; 
Thoſe many trees bluſh forth with ripen'd fruite; 
The bluſhing fruite to feaſt invites the birds; 
The birds with plenteous feaſts their ſtrength recruite; 
And warble ſongs more ſweet than ſhepherd's flute, 
The gentle ſtream that roll'd the ſtones among, 
Charm'd with the place, almoſt forgot its ſuite ; 
But liſt'ning and reſponding to the ſong, 

Loit'ring, and winding often, murmured elong. 

| III. 

Here Panacea, here Nepenthe grew, 
Here Polygon, and each ambroſial weed; 

Whoſe vertnes could decayed health renew, 
And, anſwering exhauſted nature's need, 


preferment were added a ſmall college-living in Norfolk, and the dona« 
tive cf Romford in Eſſex ; all which together, amounted to a very in- 
conſiderable income, In 1768 he was preſented to a golden prebend in 
the cathedral chyrch of Saliſbury, by Archbiſhop Secker, who likewiſe 
conferred on him the degree of doctor of divinity, After a uſeful, Jabo- 
rious, and exemplary life, he died the zd of November 1774, and was 
buried at Poplar z where an inſcription is placed over his tomb, written 

þy his friend Dr, Lowth, the preſent biſhop of London, 
: Mote 


| (6. } 
Mote eath a mortal to immortal feed. 
Here lives Adonis in unfading youth; 
Celeftial Venus grants him that rich meed, 
And him ſucceſſive eyermore renew th, 
In recompence for all his faithful love and truth, 


| r 92.0 IV. x | | 

Not ſhe, I ween, the wantgn queen of love, 

All buxom as, the, wayes from whence ſhe roſe, 

With her twin ſons, who idly raund her rgve, 

One Eros hight, the other Anteros ; 

Albeit brothers, different as foes : 

This ſated, ſullen, apt for bickerment ; 

That hungry, enger, fit for derringedars-. | 

That flies before, with ſcorching flames ybrentz 
This foll'wing douts thoſe flames with peeviſh diſcontent. 


i V. 
Celeſtial Venus does ſuch ribaulds ſhun, 
Ne dare they in her purlues to be ſeen; 
But Cupid's torch, fair mother's faireſt ſon, 
Shines with a Ready unconſuming ſheen ; 
Not fierce, yet bright, coldneſs and rage between. 
The backs of lyons felloneſt he ſtrod; | 
And lyons tamely did themſelves amene ; 
n natere's wild full ſov'reignly he rod; 
Wild natures, chang'd, confeſs'd the mild puiſſant god. 


A beau- 
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VI. - | 
A beauteous Fay, or heav*n-deſcended ſpright, | 
Sprung from her ſire, withouten female's aid, | 
(As erſt Minerva did) and Pſyche hight, | 
In that incloſure happy ſojourn made. 
No art ſome heel'd uncomelyneſs betray'd, 
But Nature wrought her many-colour'd ſtole 
Ne tarnifh'd like an Ethiopian maid, 
Scorch'd with the ſuns that ore her beauties roll; 
Ne faded like the dames who bleach beneath the pole. 
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Nor ſhame, nor pride of borrow'd ſubſtance wrought 
Her gay embroidery and ornament : 
But ſhe who gave the gilded inſect's coat 
Spun the ſoft ſilk, and ſpread the various teint : 

The gilded inſect's colours yet were feint 
To thoſe which nature for this fairy wove. 
Our grannams thus with diff rent dies beſprent, , 
Adorn'd in naked majeſty the grove, 

Charm'd our great fires, and warm'd our frozen clime to love. 


VIII. 
On either ſide, and all adown her back, 
With many a ring at equal diſtance plac'd, 
Contrary to the reſt, was heben black, 
Wich ſhades of green, quick changing as ſhe paſs d; 
2 All 
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AY! were on ground-work of bright gold orecaſt. 

The black gave livelood to the greeniſh hue, 

The green ſtill deep'd the heben ore'it lac'd ; 

The gold, that/peep'd atween and then withdrew, 
Gave luſtre to them both, and charm'd the wond'ring view. 


IX, 

It ſeem'd like arras, wrought with, cunning kill, 
Where kindly meddle colours, light, and ſhade ; 
Here flows the flood; there ring wood or hill | 
Breaks off its courſe ; gay verdure dies the mead. 
The ſtream, depeinten by the glitt'rand braid, 
Emong the hills now winding ſeems to hide: 
Now ſhines unlook'd for through the op'ning glade, 
Now in full torrent pours its golden tyde ; 

Hills, * and EPS rejoicing by its ſide, 


X. 

Her Cupid lor d, whom Pſyche lov'd again, 

He, like her parent and her belamour, 

Sought how ſhe mote in fickerneſs remain, 

From all malengine fafe, and evil ſtour. 

* Go, tender coſſet, ſaid he, forray ore 

& Theſe walks and lawnds ; thine all theſe buſkets are; 

* Thane every ſhrub, thine every fruite and flower : 

«« But oh! I charge thee, love, the roſe forbear ; | 
For prickles ſharp do arm the daug'rous roſiere. 


5 | xI. Prickles 
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| XI. : | 
« Pickles will pain, and pain will baniſh love: 
« charge thee, Pſyche, then the roſe forbear. 
« When faint and fick, thy Janguors to remove, 
% To yon ambrofial ſhrubs and plants repair; 
Thou weeteſt not what med' cines in them are: 
What wonders follow their repeated uſe 
« Note thy weak ſenſe conceive, ſhould I declare z 
«© Their labour'd balm, and well-concocted juice, 
New life, new forms, new thews, new joys, new worlds 
| produce. 


| XII. 
Thy term of tryal paſt with conſtancy, p 
« That wimpling ſlough ſhall fall like filth away; 
On pinions broad, uplifted to the ſie, 
«© Thou ſhalt aſtert, thy ſtranger ſelf ſurvey. 
«« Together, Pſyche, will we climb and play; 
«© Together wander through the fields of air, 
«« Beyond where ſuns and moons mete night and day. 
J charge thee, O my love, the roſe forbear, 
If thou wouldſt ſcathe avoid. Pſyche, forewarn'd, beware!“ 
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XIII. 
«« How ſweet thy words to my enchanted ear! 
(With grateful, modeſt confidence ſhe ſaid) 
If Cupid ſpeak, I could for ever hear; 
«« Truſt me, wy love, thou ſhalt be well obey'd. 
| F What 
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& What rich purveyance for me haſt thou made, 
« The prickly roſe alone denied l the reſt 
In full indulgence giv'n ! *twere to upbraid 
To doubt compliance with this one requeſt: _ 
« How ſmall, and yet how kind, Cupid, is thy beheaſt ! 


XIV. 
« And is that kindneſs made an argument 
« To raiſe me ſtill to higher ſcenes of bliſs ? 
ce Is the acceptance of thy goodneſs meant 
Merit in me for farther happineſs ? 
«© No merit and no argument, ] wiſs, 
« Is there beſides in me unworthy maid : 
« Thy gift the very love I bear thee is. 
© Truſt me, my love, thou ſhalt be well obey'd ; 
« To doubt compliance here, Cupid, were to upbraid,”” 


XV. 
Withouten counterfeſaunce thus ſhe ſpoke z 
Unweeting of her frailty. Light uproſe 
Cupid on eaſy wing: yet tender look, 
And oft reverted eye on her beſtows 
Fearful, but not diſtruſtful of her vows. 
And mild regards ſhe back reflects on him: 
With aching eye purſues him as he goes: 
With aching heart marks each diminifh'd limb; 


Till indiſtinct, diffus'd, and loft in ais he ſeem, 


* 
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XVI. 
He went to ſet the watches of the eaſt, 
That none mote ruſh in with the tyde of wind: 
He went to Venus to make fond requeſt. | 
From fleſhly ferm to looſen Pſyche's mind, 
And her eftſoons tranſmew. She forlore pin'd ; 
And mov'd for ſolace to the glaſſy lake, 
To view the charms that had his heart entwin'd. 
She ſaw, and bluſh'd, and ſmil'd ; then inly ſpake : 
4 Theſe charms I cannot chuſe but love, for Cupid's ſake.” 


3 XVII. 

But ſea-born Venus gan with envy ſtir 
At bruite of their great happineſs ; and ſought 
How ſhe mote wreak her ſpight : then call'd to her 
Her ſons, and op'd what rankled in her thought ; 
Aſking who'd venture ore the mounds to vau't 
To breed them ſcathe unwares ; to damp the joy 
Of bliſsful Venus, or to bring to nought 
The liefeſt purpoſe of her darling boy, 

Or urge them both their minion Pſyche to deſtroy. 


XVIII. 
Eros recul'd, and noul'd the work atchieve. 
«« Bold is th' attempt, ſaid he, averſe from love: 
If love inſpires I could derreign to reave | 
His ſpear from Mars, his levin-brond from Jove.“ 
| Him 
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Him Anteros, ſneb'd ſurly, ( Galleſs dove ! | 
1% Than love's, ſpight's mightier proweſs underſtond: 
If ſpight inſpires I dare all dangers prove 
« And if ſucceſsful, ſtand the levin-brond, 

„When hurlen angry forth from Jove's avenging hond.“ 


XIX. 


XX. 

So ore Avernus, or the Lucrine lake, 

The wiſtleſs bird purſues his purpos'd flight: 
Whether by vapours noy'd that thenceforth break, 

Or elſe deſerted by. an air too light, 

Down tumbles the fowl headlong from his height. 

So Anteros aftonied fell to ground, 

Provok'd, but not accoid at his ftraunge plight. 

He roſe, and wending coaſts it round and round 
To find unguarded paſs, hopeleſs to leap the mound. 


i 


He ſaid, and deffly t'wards the gardens flew ; 
Horribly ſmiling at his foul empriſe. 
When, nearer ſtill and nearer as he drew, 

. Unſufferable brightneſs wounds his eyes 
Forth beaming from the cryſtal walls ; he tries 
Arrear to move, averted from the blaze. 
But now no longer the pure æther buoys 
His groſſer body's diſproportion'd peaze z 

Down drops, plumb from tis tow'ring path, the treachor baſe, 


- 
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As on the margin of a ſtream he ſtood, 
Slow rolling from that paradiſe within 
A ſnake's out- eaſe untenanted he vie wd: 
Seizing the ſpoil, albe it worthleſs been, 
He darts himſelf into the vacant ſkin. 
In borrow'd gear, th' exalting loſel glides, 
Whoſe faded hues with joy fluſh bright again; 
Triumphant ore the buoyant flood he rides 

And ſhoots th' important gulph, born on the gentle tydes. 


XXII. 

So ſhone the brazen gates of Babylon; 

Armies in vain her muniments aſſail: 

So ſtrong, no engines could them batter down: 

So high, no ladders could the ramparts ſcale ; 

So flank'd with tow'rs, beſiegers n'ote avail ; ' 

So wide, ſufficient harveſts they encloſe : 

But where might yields, there ſtratagems prevail. 

Faithleſs Euphrates through the city flows, g 
And through his channel pours the unexpected foes. 


| XXIII. 
He ſails along in many a wanton ſpire; 
Now floats at length, now proudly rears his creſt: 
His ſparkling eyes and ſcales, inſtinct with fire, 
With ſplendor as he moves; the waves ore keſt: 
Vor. III. — And 
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And the waves gleam beneath his flaming breaſt. 

As through the battle, ſet in full array, 

When the ſun walks in radiant brightneſs dreſs d; 

His beams that on the burniſh'd helmets play, - 
The burniſh'd helms reflect, and ſpread unuſual day. 


XXIV. 

So on he fares, and ſtately wreaths abaut, 

In ſemblance like a feraph glowing bright: 

But without terror flaſh'd his lightning out, 

More to be wonder'd at, than to affright. 

'The backward ſtream ſoon led the maſker right 

To the broad lake, where hanging ore the fload 

(Narciſſus like, enamour'd with the fight 

Of his own beauties) the fond Pſyche ſtood, 
To mitigate the pains of lonely widowhoed. 


| XXV. | 
Unkenn'd of her, he raught th' embroider'd bank; 
And through the tangled flourets weft aſide | 
To where a roſiere by the river dank, 
Luxuriant grew in all its blowing pride, 
Not far from Pſyche ; arm'd with ſcaly hide | 
He clamb the thorns, which no impreſſion make; | 
His glitt'ring length, with all its folds untied, 
Plays floating ore the buſh ; then filence brake, 
And thus the nymph, aſtoniſh'd at his ſpeech, beſpake. 


3 XxX XVI. 0 faireſt, 
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| XXVI. 
„0 e | 
«« In all perfections, ſov'reign queen of nature | 
% The whole creation bowing at thy feet 
„ Submiſſive pays thee homage | woiid'rous creature, 
re If aught created thou! for every feature 
«« Speaks thee a Goddeſs iſſued from the ſkie ; 
« Oh! let not me offend, unbidden waiter, | 
« At aweful diſtance gazing thus! But why 
Should gazing thus «Fond n 2 * 12 


xxvn. | 
«© The ſun that wakes thoſe flourets from their beds, 
Or opes thefe buds by his ſoft influence, 
<< Is not offended that they peep their heads, 
And ſhew they feel his pow'r by their quick ſenſe, 
« Ofring at his command, their ſweet incenſe ; 
„Thus I, drawn here, by thy enliv*ning rays, 
(Call not intruſion my obedience 7) 
« Perforce, yet willing thrall, am come to gaze, 
To pay my Komage meet, and baſk in beauty's blaze.” 


| XXVII. 

Amaz'd ſhe ſtood, nor could recover ſoon: 

From contemplation ſuddenly abraid : 

Starting at ſpeech unufual : yet the tune 

truck ſootly vn hor ear, and concert made 
C2 
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With her own thoughts. Nor with leſs pleaſure tray's 
+ Her eyes delighted oer his gloſfy ſkin ; 
Yet frighted at the thorn on which he play'd : 
Pleaſure with horror mixt! ſhe hung between 
Suſpended ; yields, recoils, uncertain where to lin. 


ENS - + 4 

At length ſhe ſpoke: Reptile, no charms I know 
Such as you mention: yet whate'er they are, 
* (And nill I leſſen what the gods beſtow) 

Their is the gift, and be the tribute their ! 
For them theſe beauties I improve with care, 
Intent on them alone from eve to morn. 
«« But reed me, reptile, whence this wonder rare, 
That thou haſt ſpeech, as if to reaſon born ? 

* And how, unhurt you ſport on that forbidden thorn ?” 


| XXX. 
«« Say, why forbidden thorn ? the foe replied : 
* To every reptile, every inſect free, | 
Has malice harſh to thee alone denied 
«© The fragrance of the roſe enjoy d by me?“ 

—” Twas love, not malice, ſorm'd the kind decree, 
(Half-wroth, ſhe cried :) ©* Thine all theſe buſkers are, 
<«« Thine fruite and flow'r, were Cupid's words to me: 
But oh! I charge thee, love, the roſe forbear ; 

For prickles ſharp do arm the dang'rous roſiere. 


XXXI. Prickles 
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„ Prickles will pain, and pain will baniſh love: 
« I charge thee, Pſyche, then the roſe forbear. 
«« When faint and fick, thy languors to remove, 
„To yon ambroſial ſhrubs. and plants repair; 
«« Thou weeteſt not what med*cines in them are: 
«© What wonders follow their repeated uſe 
«© N'ote thy weak ſenſe conceive, ſhould I declare: 
«© Their labour'd balm, and well-concoRted juice, 
New * new n new thews, new joys, new worlds 


1 


«« Thy term of tryal paſt with conſtancy, 
cc That wimpling ſlough ſhall fall like filth away; 
« On pinions broad, uplifted to the ſkie, 
Thou ſhalt, aſtert, thy ſtranger ſelf ſurvey. 
«« Together, Pſyche, will we climb and play; 
% Together wander through the fields of air, 
Beyond where ſuns and moons mete night and day, 
« charge thee, O my love, the roſe forbear; 
* If thou wouldſt ſcathe avoid. Pſyche, forewarn'd, beware!” 


XXXIII. 
Out burſt the frannion into open laugh: 
She bluſh'd and frown'd at his uncivil mirth. 
Then, ſoften'd to a ſmile, as hiding half 
What mote offend if boldly utter'd forth, 
C3 He 
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He ſeem'd t' aſſay to give his anſwer birth: 

But ſtopt; and chang'd his ſmiles to Tooks of rath. © 
Is this (quoth he) fit guerdon for thy worth? 
Does Cupid thus impoſe upon thy youth ? 

„ Dwells chen! in e voſd of _ eand ruth : 


XXXIV. 
« Is this the inſtance of his tenderneſs, 
« To envy Pſyche what to worms is ther 5 
ifo cut her off from preſent happineſs * 
«With feign'd reverſion of a promis'd heaven ? 
By threat'nings falſe from true enjoyments driven! 
« How innocent the thorn to touch, he knows : 
<« Where are my wounds ? or where th* avengin 8 levin 
«« How ſoftly bluſh theſe colours of the roſe! 
«« How ſweet (and div'd into the flow'r)i its fragrance flows! 
« Diſadyantageous are thy terms of tryal; 
„ longer ſyche then the roſe ſorbear. 
« What is to recompence the harſh denyal, 
«« But dreams of wand'ring through the fields of air, 
And joys, I know not what, I know not where ! 
«« As eath, on leafy pinions borne the tree 
„ Mote ruſh into the ſkjes, and Rutter there, 
As thou ſoar yon, and quit thy dye degree : [thee. 
on Thou for this world wert made this world was made for 
XXX VI, “ In 
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1 Sitte N ‚ nls 
* In vain you'd ſly to yonder ſhrubs and plants ; - 
Bitter their taſte, and worthleſs their effect: 
«« Here is the polyehreſt for all thy wants; 
% No panacen, like the roſe, expect. 
e Mute as my fellow-brutes, as them abje& 
% And reaſonleſs was J, till haply woke 
By taſting of the roſe, (O weak neglect 
In thee the while I) the dawa of fapience broke 
„On my admiring ſoul, I reaſon'd, and 1 ſpoke, 
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, Nor this the only change ; for ſoon I found 

The briſker ſpirits flow in fuller tyde; | 

« And more than uſual luſtre ſpread around; 

0 Such virtue has the roſe, in me well tried. 

But wiſe, I ween, thy lover has denied 

« Its uſe to thee ; I join him too: beware. 

% The dang rous roſe, —For ſuch thy beauty s pride 

cc 'Twere death to gaze on, af 1[miroy'd — Forbear 
7 To ſharp that wit, too keen Touch not the roſiere. 


* 
XXXVtl. 
Uncheckt, indulg'd, her growing paſſions riſe : 
Wonder, to ſee him ſafe, and hear his telling ; 3 
Ambition vain, to be more fair and wiſe; 
And rage, at Cupid's miſconceiv'd falſe dealing: 
C4 Various 


[ 4 ] 


Various the guſts, but, all one way impelling, 
She plung'd into the boſom of the tres, 
And ſnatch'd the roſe, ne dreaded pain or quelling. 
Off drops the ſnake, nor farther ſtaid to ſee ; 
But ruſh'd into the flood, and win d indy. 


1 
Full many à thorn her tender body rent; 
Full many a thorn within the wounds remain, 
And throbbing cauſe continual detriment; 
While gory drops her dainty form diſtain. 
She wiſhes her loſt innocence again, 
And her loſt peace, loſt charms, loſt love to find; 
But ſhame upbraids her with a wiſh ſo vain ; 
Deſpair ſucceeded, and averſion blind; 
Pain fills ber tortur'd ſenſe, and horror clouds her ming, 


„. 
Her bleeding, faint, diſorder'd, woe-begon, 
Stretcht on the bank beſide the fatal thorn, 
Venus who came to ſeck her with her ſon, 
Beheld. She ſtop'd : And albe heav'nly born, 
Rothful of others“ woe, began to mourn, 
The loſs of Venus' ſmiles ſick nature found: 
'As froſt:-nipt drops the bloom, the birds forelorn 
Sit huſh'd, the faded ſun ſpreads dimneſs round; 
The clatt'ring thunders craſh, and earthquakes rock the 
[ground. 
XLI. Then 


[4a] 
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Then. arming with a killing frown her brow ; 

„Die, poor unhappy - Cupid ſuppliant broke 

Th' unfudiſh'd ſentence; and with dueful bow 

Beg'd her to doff the keenneſs of ber look, 

Which Nature feeling to her center ſhook. 

Then how ſhould Pſyche bear it? Spare the maid ; 

«« 'Tis plain that Anteros his ſpight has wroke : 

% Shall vengeance due to him, on her be laid 2 + 

Oh! let me run, and reach th' ambroſial balms,” he ſaid. 


- 


XLII. 
«© Ah what would Cupid aſk?” the queen replies; 
Can all thoſe: balms reſtore her peace again ? 

« Wouldſt thou a wretched life immortalize ? 

© Wouldſt thou protract by potent herbs, her pain? 
% Love bids her die: thy cruel wiſh reftrain,”——- 
Why then (quoth he) in looms of fate were wove 

« The lives of thoſe, in long ſucceſſive train, 

From her to ſpring, through yon bright tracts to rove ? 
Due to the ſkies, and meant to ſhine in fields above ? 


| XLII. | 
Say, would thy goodneſs envy them the light 
«© Appointed for them, or the good prevent 
kForeſeen from them to flow ? eraſing quite 
% The whole creation through avengement ? 

| « One 
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One only ſpecies from its order rent, 
The whole creation {hrivels to a ſhade,” -—. 
„ —Better all vaniſh'd, ſaid ſhe, than be meint 
In wild confuſion ;-through free will miſled, 
And tempted to go wrong from puniſhment delay'd.“ 

* ALV. 
Let me that exemplary vengeance bear, 
(Benign return'd her amiable ſon :) 
- © Juſtice on her would loſe its aim; ſevere - 
In vain, productive of no good; for none 
Could by that deſolating blow be won. 
* So falls each generous purpoſe of the will 
Correct, extinguiſh'd by abortion : 
«. Whence juſtice would its own intendments ſpill; 
And cut off virtue, by the ſtroke meant vice to kill. 


XLV. 
Vet left impunity ſhould forehead give 
To vice, in me let guilt adopted find 
% A victim; here awhile vouchſaſe me live 
Thy proof of juſtice, mixt with mercy kind !” 
Oh! ſtrange requeſt (quoth ſhe) of pity blind! 
* How ſhouldſt thou ſuffet, who did ne'er offend ? 
Ho can'ſt thou bear to be from me diſloin'd ? 
% To wander here, where Nature gins to wend 
* To waſte and wilderneſs, ard pleaſures have an end ? 


XLVI, ** You, 
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% You, Venus; fuffer, (ſaid he) when you ſtrike k 
cc Not for your own, but others foul offence : 

„Why not permitted I to do the like, 

«© When greater good, I fee, will coul from thence? 

% That greater good orepays all puniſhments ; ; 

« And makes my ſuff ri rings, pleaſure ; if they prove... 
«« A means to conquer Anteros, diſpenſe 

cc Healing to Pſyche's wounds, regain her love, 

« And lead her, with her happy ſons, to realms above.” 


XLVIIL. 
«© To thy intreaties Pſyche's life I give, 

(Replied th' indulgent mother to her ſon :) 

«« But yet deform'd, and miniſh'd let her live? 
„Till thou ſhalt grant a better change foredone; 
Nor ſhall that change, but thro' death gates be won. 
«© This meed be thine, ore her and hers to reign ! 

* Already Nature puts her horrors on: 

9% Away -I to my bow'r of bliſs again! 
Thou to thy taſk of love, and; voluntary pain.“ 


XLVII. 
She went; and like a ſhifted Rage, the ſcene 
Vaniſh'd at once; th' ambroſial plants were loſt; 
The jarxing ſeaſons brought on various teen; 3 
Each ſought, each ſeeking, each by other croſt. 


Young 
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Young ſpring to ſummer flies from winter's froſt ; 
While ſweltry ſummer thirſts for autumn's bowl, 
Which autumn holds to winter; winter toſt 
With ſcorn away, young ſpring inflames his ſoul : 

Still craving, never pleas'd, thus round and round they roll. 


"A XLIX. 
Th' inclement airs bind up the ſluggiſh ſoil ; 
The ſluggiſh ſoil the toilſome hand requires; 
Yet thankleſs pays with ſour harſh fruits the toil ; 
Ne willing yields, but ragged thorns and briers. 
Birds, birds purſue ; as hunger's rage inſpires : 
Their ſweeteſt ſongs are now but ſongs of woe. 
Here from th” encroaching ſhore the wave retires : 
There hoarſe floods roar ; impetuous torrents flow ; 
Invade the land, and the ſcarce harveſts overthrow. 


PIT ; = iſp 
Stretch'd on the bank eftſoons th? inviting form 

Of Pſyche faded ; brac'd up lank and flim, 
Her dwindled body ſhrunk into a worm: 
Her make new-moulded, chang'd in every limb; 
Her colours only left, all pale and dim : 
Doom'd in a caterpillar's ſhape to lout. 
Her paſſions ill ſuch worthleſs thing beſeem ; 
Pride, rage, and vanity to baniſh out, 

she creeping erat - and drags a a loath ſome length _ 


LI, How 
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How Capia waſh'd her noiſoine filth away ; * 
What arts he tried to win her love again ; 
By what wiles guileful Ant'ros did aſſay, 
By leaſing, ſtill her recreant to maintain, 
And render Cupid's kindly labours vain ; 
Their combat, Cupid's conqueſt, Pſyche's crown, 
(My day's ſet taſk here ended) muſt remain 
Unſung ; far nobler verſe mote they renown : 
Unyoke the toiled ſteers, the weary ſun goes down. 


MENORCA I KINO SOX 
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| By the Same, 


Laifnam igitur liber? Sapiens, fibigue imperioſus ; 

Quem neque pauperies, neque mors, neque vincula terrent 5 

Reſponſ/are cupidinibus, contemnere honores | 

Fortis; et in ſeipfe totus teres atque rotundus. . 
Fox. Serm. Lib. II. Sat. 7. 


H . | whoſe preſence glads th? abode 
Of heav'n itſelf, great attribute of God 


* ® Written on occaſion of the rebellion, 2745, 


1 46 ] 
By thee ſuſtain'd, th* unbounded ſpirit runs, 
Moulds orbs on orbs, and lights up ſuns on ſuns $ 
By thee ſuſtain'd, in love unwearied lives, 
And uncontrouPd ercates, ſapports, forgives : 
No pow'r, or time, or ſpace his will withſtood ; 
Almighty ! endleſs! infinite in good!! 
4 If ſo, why nat communicate the bliſs, | 
« And let man know what this great bleſſing is ?” 
Say what proportion, creature, would'ſt thou claim; 
As thy Creator's, in extent, the tame ! 
Unleſs his other attributes were join'd 
To poiſe the will, and regulate the mind, 
Goodneſs to aim, and wiſdom to direct, 
What mighty miſehiefs muſt we thence expect? 
The maker knows bis work; nor judg'd it fit 
To truſt the raſh reſolves of human wit : 
Which prone to hurt, too blind to help, is ty] 
Alike pernicious, mean it good or ill, 
A whim, t' improvements making fond pretence, 
Would burſt a ſyſtem in experiments; 
Sparrows and cats indeed no more ſhould fear, 
But Saturn tremble in his diſtant ſphere : 
Give thee but footing in another world, 
Say, Archimedes, where ſhould we be hurl'd ? 
A ſprightly wit, with liquor in his head, 
Would burn a globe to light him drunk to bed: 
Th' Epheſian temple had eſcap'd the flame, 


And heaven's high dome had built the madman's fame. 
The 
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The ſullen might (when malice boil'd within) 

Strike out the ſtars to intimate his ſpleen: 

Not poppy-heads had ſpoke a Targuin croſt; 

Nature's chief ſpring had broke, and all been loft. 
Nor leſs deſtructive would this licenſe prove, 

Though thy breaſt flam'd with univerſal love. 

In vain were thy benevolence of ſoul ; 

Soon would thy folly diſconcert the whole, 

No rains, or ſnows, ſhould diſcompoſe the air; 

But flow'rs and ſun-ſhine drain the weary year: 

No clouds ſhould ſully the clear face of day; 

No tempeſts riſe, - to blow a plague away. 

Mercy thould reign untir'd, unſtain'd with blood ; 

Spare the frail guilty,—to eat up the good: 

In their defence, riſe, ſacred Juſlice, riſe ! 

Awake the thunder ſleeping in the ſkies, 

Sink a corrupted city in a minute: 

Wo! to the righteous ten who may be in it. 

Pick out the. bad, and (weep them all away! 

so leave their babes, to cats and dogs a prey. 
Such pow'r, without God's wiſdom and his will, 

Were only an omnipotence of ill. | 

Suited to man can we ſuch pow'r eſteem ? 

Fiends would be harmleſs, if compar'd with him. 
Say then, ſhall all bis attributes be given ? 

His eſſence follows, and his throne of heaven ; 

His very unity, Proud wretch ! ſhall he 

Ua- god himſelf ta make a god of thee ? 
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How wide, ſuch luſt of liberty confounds 
Would leſs content thee, prudent mark the bounds! 
«© 'Thoſe which th' almighty Monarch firſt defign'd, . 
«© When his great image ſeal'd the human mind; 
«© When to the beaſts the fruitful earth was given; 
« To fiſh the ocean, and to birds their heaven; 
% And all to man: whom full creation, ſtor d, 
0 Receiy'd as its proprietor, and lord. 
« Fre earth, whoſe ſpacious tract unmeaſur'd fpreads, 
Was ſlic'd by acres and by roods to ſnreds: 


When trees and ſtreams were made a general good; 


« And not as limits, meanly to exclude: 
„ When all to all belong'd'; ere pow'r was told 
*© By number'd troops, or wealth by counted gold: 
«« Ere kings, or prieſts, their tyranny began; 
* Or man was vaſſal'd to his fellow-man.“ 

O halcyon fate ! when man begun to live ! 
A bleſſing, worthy of a god to give! 
When on th' unſpotted mind his Maker dre, 
The heav'nly characters, correct and true. 
All uſeful knowledge, from that ſource, ſupply'd ; 
No blindneſs ſprung from ignorance, or pride: 
All proper bleſſings, from that hand, beſtow'd: 
No miſchiefs, or from want, or fulneſs, flow'd : 
The quick'ning paſſions gave a pleaſing zeſt ; 
While thankful man fubmitted to be bleſt. 
Simplicity, was wiſdom ; temperance, health : | 
Obedience, pow'r z and full contentment, wealth. - 
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So happy once was man! till the vain elf 
Shook off his guide, and ſet up for himſclf, 
Smit with the charms of independency, 


He ſcorns protection, raging to be free. 
Now, ſelf-expos'd, he feels his naked ſtate ; 


Shrinks with the blaſt, or melts. before the heat: 


And blindly wanders, as his fancy leads, 


To ſtarve on waſtes, or feaſt on pois'nous weeds, 


Now to the ſavage beaſts an obvious prey; 
Or crafty men, more ſavage ſtill than they: 
No leſs imprudent to his breaſt to take 


The friend unfaithful, or th* envenom'd ſnake 


Equally fatal, whether on the Nile, 
Or in the city, weeps the crocodile. 

Nor yet leſs blindly deviates learned pride: 
In Etna burn'd, or drown'd amid the tide: 
Boaſts of ſuperior ſenſe ; then raves to ſee, 
(When contradicted) fools leſs wiſe than he. 
Mates with his great Creator ; vainly bold 
To make new ſyſtems, or to mend the old. 
Shapes out a Deity ; doubts, then denies : 


And drunk with ſcience, curſes God and dies, 


Not heav'nly wiſdom, only, is with-held, 
But the free bounty of the ſelf-ſown field : 
No more, as erſt, from Nature's ready feaſt, 
Riſes the ſatisfy'd, but temp'rate gueſt : 

Caſt wild abroad, no happy mean preſerves z 
By choice he ſurfeits, by conſtraint he ſtarves: 
Vor. III. D 


'Toils 
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Toils life away upon the ſtubborn plain, 
T” extort from thence the flow reluctant grain; 
The flow reluctant grain, procur'd to-day, 
His leſs induſtrious neighbour ſteals away : 
Hence fiſts and clubs the village- peace confound, 
Till ſword and cannon ſpread the ruin round; 
For time and art but bring from bad to worſe : 
Unequal lots ſucceed unequal force, 
Each lot a ſeveral curſe. Hence rich, and poor : 
This pines, and dies neglected at the door; 
While gouts and fevers wait the loaded meſs, 
And take full vengeance for the poor's diſtreſs. 
No more the paſſions are the ſprings of life; 
But ſeeds of vice, and elements of ftrife : 
Love, ſocial love, t' extend to all defign'd, 
Back to its fountain flows; to ſelf confin'd. 
Source of misfortunes ; the fond huſband's wrong ; 
The maid diſhonour'd ; and deſerted young! 
The miſchief ſpreads ; when vengeance for the luſt 
Unpeoples realms, and calls the ruin juſt, 
Hence, Troy, thy fate! the blood of thouſands ſpilt, 
And orphans mourning for unconſcious guilt. 
Thus love deſtroys, for kinder purpoſe giv'n; 
And man corrupts the bleſſings meant by heav'n ; 
Self. injur'd, let us cenſure H1M no more: 
Ambition makes us ſlaves, and av'rice poor. 
What arts the wild diſorder ſhall controul, 
And render peace with virtue to the ſoul ? 


— Out- 
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Out- reaſon intereſt, balance prejudice ; 
Give paſſion ears, and blinded error eyes? 
Arm the weak hand with conqueſt, and protect 
From guile, the heart too honeſt to ſuſpect ? 
For this, mankind, by ſad experience taught, 
Again their ſafety in dependence ſought : 
Preſs'd to the ſtandard, ſued before the throne ; 
And durſt rely on wiſdom not their own. 
Hence Saturn rul'd in peace th' Auſonian plains, 
While Salian ſongs to virtue won the ſwains. 

But pois'nous ſtreams muſt flow from pois'ned ſprings : 
The prieſts were mortal, and mere men the kings, 
What aid from monarchs, mighty to enſlave ? 
What good from teachers, cunning to deceive ? 
Allegiance gives defenſive arms away ; 

And faith uſurps imperial reaſon's ſway, 

Let civil Rome, from faithful records, tell 
What royal bleſſings from her Nero fell, 

When thoſe, prefer'd all grievance to redreſs, 
Bought of their prince a licence to oppreſs ; 
When uncorrupted merit found no place, 
But left the trade of honour to the baſe. 
See induſtry, by draining impoſts curſt, 
Starve in the harveſt, in the vintage thirſt ! 
In vain for help th* inſulted matron cries, 
"Twas death in huſbands to have ears and eyes: 
Fatal were beauty, virtue, wealth, or fame : 
No man in aught a property could claim ; 
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No, not his ſex: ſtrange arts the monſter try'd ; 
And Sporus, ſpite of nature, was his bride, 
Unhurt by foes proud Rome for ages ſtands, 
Secure from all, but her proteQor's hands, 
Recall your pow'rs, ye Romans, back again; 


Unmake the monarch, and ne'er fear the man. 


Naked, and ſcorn'd, ſee where the abject flies! 
And once un-czſar'd, ſoon the fidler dies. 

Next, holy Rome, thy happineſs declare; 
While peace and truth watch round the ſacred chair. 


Peace — which from racks and perſecution flows ! 


Myfterious truths !—which every ſenſe oppoſe ! 

That God made man, was all th“ unlearn'd could reach; 
That man makes God, th' enlighten'd fathers teach. 
Men, blind and partial, need a light divine; 

Which popes new trim, and teach it how to ſhine. 
Rude nature dreads accuſing guilt, unknown 

The balmy doctrine, that dead ſaints atone ; 

The careful pontiff, merciful to ſave, 

Hoards up a fund of merit from the grave; 

And righteous hands the equal balance hold, 

Nor weigh it out, but to juſt ſums of gold. 

Sole judge, he deals his pardon, or his curſe : 

Not heav'n itſelf the ſentence can reverſe: * 
Grac'd with his ſcepter, aweful with his rod, 

This man of fin uſurps the ſeat of God; 

Diſarm'd and unador'd th' Almighty lies, 

And quits to ſaints his incenſe, and his ſcies-; 
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No more the object of our fears, or hope: 
The creature, and the vaſſal of the pope. 
« From fanes and cities ſcar'd, fly ſwift away !” 
To the rude Libyan in his wilds a prey. 
«© The blood-ſtain'd ſword from the fell tyrant wreſt ?”? 
— Thouſands unſheath'd ſhall threat thy naked breaſt. 
„The dogmatiſts imperious aid diſdain !“ 
—So fink in brutiſh ignorance again. 
Is there no medium ? muſt we victims fall 
« 'To one man's Lus r, or to the Race of all ? 
« Is reaſon doom'd a certain ſlave to be, 
To our blind Pass10Nns, or a prieſt's Decres ?” 
Hail happy Albion f whoſe diſtinguiſh'd plains 
This temp'rate mean, ſo dearly earn'd, maintains! 
Senates, (the will of individuals check'd) 
The ſtrength and prudence of the realm collect: 
Each yields to all; that each may thence receive 
The full aſſiſtance which the whole can give. 
For this, thy patriots lawleſs pow'r withſtood, 
And bought their childrens charter with their blood ; 
While reverend years, and various-letter'd age, 
Diſpaſſion'd open the myſterious page ; 
Not one alone the various judgment ſways, 
But prejudice the general voice obeys : 
For this, thy martyrs wak*d the bloody ftrife, 
Aſſerting truth with brave contempt of life. 
Oh! Oxrorp ! let deliver'd Britain know 
From thy fam'd ſeats her ſeyeral bleſſings flow, 
D 3 1 
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Th? accouter'd barons, and aſſiſting knights, 
In thee prepar'd for council, or for fights, 
Plan'd and obtain'd her * civil liberty : 
Truth found her fearleſs d witneſſes i in thee ; 
When, try'd as gold, ſaints, from thy tott'ring pyres, | 
Roſe up to heav'n, Elijah-like, in fires ! 
Peace to thy walls! and honour to thy name! 
May age to age record thy gathering fame 
While thy ſtill-favour'd ſeats pour forth their youth, 
Brave advocates of liberty and truth ! 
In fair ſucceſſion riſe to bleſs the realm ! 
Fathers i in church, and ſtateſmen at the helm 
ut factious ſynods through reſentment err; 
« And venal ſenates private good preſer; 
«« How wild the faith which wrangling ſophs diſpoſe! 
*, The laws how harſh of penſion'd ayes and noes !“ 
Wilt thou by no authority be aw'd, 
Self-excommunicated, ſelf-ou tlay'd ? 
Expunge the creed, the decalogue reject : 
If they oblige not, nor will they protect. 
You fear no God ;—convinc'd by what you ſay, 
Knaves praiſe your wit, and ſwear your lands away. 


2 By the Oxford proviſions. A. D. 1253; at which time the 
commons are ſuppoſed firſt to have obtained the privilege of repre» 
ſentatives in parliament, 

d In the impriſonment, diſputes, * ſufferings of our firſt re- 
fogmers, Cranmer, Ridley, and Latimer, at Oxford, A. D. 15546, 
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Corrupt not wives, eraſe it if you will; 
The injur'd huſband blots out, do not kill. 
From God his ſabbaths ſteal, for ſport, not need; 
Why hangs the wretch, who ſteals thy purſe for bread ? 
Or ſhall each ſchiſmatic your faith new mould, 
Or ſenates ſtand by patriot mobs controuP'd ? 
Drive back, ye floods! roll, Xanthus; to your ſpring ! 
Go, crown the people, and ſubject the king; 
Break rule to pieces, analyſe itspow*r, - 
And every atom to its lord reſtore: 
As mixt with knaves, or fools, the weak, or brave, 
A dupe, a plague, a tyrant, or a ſlave. | 
„What ſhall I do; how hit the happy mean 
«« *Twixt blind ſubmiſſion, and unruly ſpleen ?“ 
Conſult your watch? you guide your actions by't; 
And great its uſe, though not for ever right. 
What though ſome think implicit faith be due, 
And dine at twelve if their town-clock ftrike two? 
Or others bravely ſquir their watch away, 
Diſdain a guide, and gueſs the time of day? 
Their gueſs ſo lucky, or their parts ſo great, 
They come on all affairs, but juſt too late; 
You neither chooſe. Nor trav'ling through the ſtreet, 
Correct its hand by every one you meet; 
Yet ſcruple not, if you ſhould find at one 
It points to ſix, to ſet it by the 8Sux. | 
Aim at the bliſs that's ſuited to thy ſtate, 
Nor vainly hope for happineſs compleat ; ; | 
| D 4 Some 
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Some bounds imperfect natures muſt include, 
And vice and weakneſs feel defects of good. 
Nor is it blind neceſſity alone: 
Contriving wiſdom, in the whole, we own : 
And in that wiſdom ſatisfy'd may truſt, 
In its reſtraints, as merciful, as juſt. 
By theſe thy ſelfiſh paſſions it correQs ; | 
By theſe from wrong thy weakneſs it protects; 
In ſovereign power thy ſafety's heaven's defign ; 
Some faults permitted, as the ſcourge of thine. 
Abſurd the wiſh of all men, if expreſt ; 
Each grieves that he's not lord of all the reſt. 
Why then ſhould we complain, or thankleſs live, 
Becauſe not bleſt with more than God can give? 
Would you be ſafe from others ? *tis but due, 
'That others alſo ſhould be ſafe from you. 
It is not virtue wakes the clam'rous throng ; 
Each claims th' excluſive privilege, to wrong. 
Whence ceaſeleſs faction muſt embroil the mad; 
Alike impatient, under A, or Zad. 
How patriot Cromwell-fights for liberty ! 
He ſhifts the yoke, then calls the nation free. 
He cannot bear a monarch on the throne ; 
But vindicates his right—to rule alone, 
Macheath roars out for freedom-in his cell ; 
And Tindal © wiſely would extinguiſh hell. 
© Author of © The Rights of the Chriſtian Church,“ and © Chrifti- 
anity as old as the Creation,” &c, 
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Macheath's approv'd by all whom Ty burn awes, 
And trembling guilt gives Tindal's page applauſe. 
O ſage device, to ſet the conſcience free 
From dread ! he winks; then ſays that heav'n can't ſee. 
Both blindly plan the paradiſe of fools ; 
Peace without laws, and virtue without rules. 
Full of the Roman let the ſchool-boy quote, 
And rant all Lucan's rhapſodies by rote. 
Gods ! ſhall he tremble at a mortal's nod ! 
His generous ſoul diſdains the tyrant's rod. 
Forc'd to ſubmit, at laſt he taſtes the fruit ; 
Finds wealth and honours bloſſom from its root. 
Would thy yoyng ſoul be like the Roman free ? 
From Romans paint thy form of LIBERTY: 
'The goddeſs offers gifts from either hand ; 
4 Th' auſpicious bonnet, with the Px =ToRr's wand; 
The privilege of that would'ſ thou not mils, 
Bend, and ſubmit beneath the ſtroke of this, 
See Furioſo on his keeper frown, 
Depriv'd the precious privilege to drown ; 
Greatly he claims a right to his undoing ; 
The chains that hold him, hold him from his ruin. 
Kindly proceed; ſtrict diſcipline diſpenſe ; 
*Till water-gruel low'rs him down to ſenſe. 
Why this to me? am I the forward boy, 
% Or knave to wrong, or madman to deſtroy ? 


© In this manner they repreſent Liberty on their medals, 
Will 
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Will thy denial prove that thou art none ! 
*Tis Newgate's logic: thou art all in one, 
Blind to their good, to be inſtructed lotb, 
© Men are but children of a larger growth; 
If no ſuperior force the will controul, 
Self-love's a villain, and corrupts the ſoul ; 
Wild and deſtructive projects fire our brains; 
We all are madmen, and demand our chains. 
Know your own ſphere, content to be a man; 
Well-pleas'd, to be as happy as you can: 
Loſe not all good, by ſhunning ills in vain; 
*Tis wiſer to enjoy than to complain, 
Some evils muſt attend imperfect ftates ; 
But diſcontent new worlds of ills creates. 
Huſh thy complaints, nor quarrel with thy God ; , 
If juſt the ſtroke, approve and kiſs the rod. | 
By man if injur'd, turn thy eyes within; 
Thou'lt find recorded ſome unpuniſh'd fin ; 
Then heav'n acquit : and with regard to man, 
Coolly th' amount of good and evil ſcan ; 
If greater evils wait the wiſh'd redreſs, 
Grieve not that thou art free to chooſe the leſs. 
Unknown to courts, ambition's thirſt ſubdu'd, 
My leſſon is to be obſcurely good; 
In life's ſtill ſnade, which no man's envy draws, 
To reap the frait of government and laws, 


e Dryden in All for Love. , 
# Legum idcirco ſervi ſumus, ut liberi eſſe poſſimus. Cre. 
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In fortune's round, as on the globe, I know 
No top, no bottom, no where high or low; 

Where-ever ſtation'd, heay'n in proſpect ſtill, 

That points to me, the zenith of her wheel. 

4% What! double tax'd, unpenſion'd, unprefer'd, 

te In ſuch bad times be eaſy ! moſt abſurd !”” 

Yet heav'n vouchſafes the daily bread intreated; 

And theſe bad times haye left me free to eat it : 

My taxes, gladly paid, their nature ſhift; 

If juft, cheap purchaſe ; if unjuſt, a gift: 

Nor knows ambition any rank fo great ; 

My ſervants kings, and miniſters of ſtate! 

They watch my couch, my humble roof defend ; 

Their toil the means, my happineſs the end. 

My freedom to compleat, convinc'd I ſee 

5 Thy ſervice, Heav'n, is perfect LIBER T. 

The * will, conform'd to thy celeſtial voice, 

Knows no reſtraint! for duty is her choice: 

What ills thou ſendeſt, thankful I approve, 

As kind corrections, pledges of thy love: 

In eyery change, whatever ſtage I run, 

My daily wiſh ſucceeds; Tay wil BIE box. 
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Swiss Officer to his Friend at ROME. 


— 


By Jos eren Srrer, M. A 


RO M horrid mountains ever hid in fnow, 
And barren lands, and dreary plains below; 
To you, dear fir, my beſt regards I ſend, 
The weakeſt reaſoner, as the trueſt friend, 
| Your 


z Joſeph Spence was Fellow of New College, Oxford, where he took 
the degree of M. A. Nov. 2, 1727 ; and in that year publiſhed his Eſſay 
en Pope's Odyſſey. On 11 July, 3728, he was elected poetry profeſſor at 
Oxford, an office which he held ten years, He travelled with the pre- 
ent duke of Newcaftle (then earl of Lincoln) into Italy; and during 
the tour collected materials for his great work, Poilymetis, He quitted 

his 


1 81 J 


Vour arguments, that vainly ſtrive to pleaſe, 
Your arts, your country, and your palaces ; 
What figns of Roman grandeur ſtill remain 
Much you have ſaid ; and muck have ſaid in vain. 
Fine pageants theſe for ſlaves, to pleaſe the eye ; 
And put the neateſt dreſs on miſery! 

Bred up to flav'ry and diſſembled pain. 
Unhappy man ! you trifle with your chain : 
But ſhould your friend with your defires comply, 
And fell himſelf to Rome and flav'ry ; 
He could not wear his trammels with that art, 
Or hide the noble anguiſh of his heart : 
You'd ſoon repent the livery that you gave 
For, truſt me, I ſhould make an aukward ſlave. 

Falſely you blame our barren rocks and plains, 
Happy in freedom and laborious ſwains : 
Qur peaſants chearful to the field repair, 
And can enjoy the labours of the year ; 
Whilſt yours, beneath ſome tree, with mournful eyes, 
Sees for his haughty lord his harveſt riſe: 
his fellowſhip at New College in 1742, on being preſented by that fo- 
ciety to the rectory of Great Horweod in Buckinghamſhire. In June, 
the ſame year, he ſucceeded Dr, Holmes as his Majeſty's profeſſor of me- 
dern hiſtory at Oxford, On 24 May, 1754, he was inftalled prehen- 
dary of the ſeventh fall at Durham, and died 2oth Auguſt, 1768. The 
manner of his death could only be conjectured, but is generally ſup- 
poſed to have been occaſioned by aft, while he was ſtanding near the 


brink of the water; as he was found flat upon his face, where the water 
was too ſhallow to cover his head or any part of his body. 
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Then ſilent ſighs; but ſtops his ſlaviſn breath: 
He filent fighs : for ſhould he ſpeak, tis death. 
Hence from our field the lazy grain we call, 
Too much for want, for luxury too ſmall : 
Whilſt all Campania's rich inviting ſoil 
Scarce knows the ploughſhare, or the reaper's toil. 
In arms we breed our youth. To dart from far, 
And aim aright the thunder of the war; 
To whirl the faulchion, and direct the blow; 
To ward the ſtroke, or bear upon the foe. 
Early in hardſhips through the woods they fly, 
Nor feel the piercing froft, or wintry ſky ; 
Some prowling wolf or foamy boar to meet, 
And ſtretch the panting ſavage at their feet: 
Inur'd by this, they ſeek a nobler war, 
And ſhew an honeſt pride in every ſcar ; 
With joy the danger and the blood partake, 
Whilſt every wound is for their country's ſake. 
But you, ſoft warriors, forc'd into the field, 
Or faintly ſtrike, or impotently yield; 
For well this univerſal truth you know, 
Who fights for tyrants is his country's foe. 
I envy not your. arts, the Roman ſchools, 
Improv'd, perhaps, but to inſlave your ſouls. 
May you to ſtone, or nerves or beauty give, 
And teach the ſoft'ning marble how to live ; 
May you the paſſions in your colours trace, 
And work up every piece with every grace; 
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In airs and attitudes be wond'rous wiſe, 


And know the arts to pleaſe, or to ſurpriſe ; 
In muſic's ſofteſt ſound conſume the day, 


Sounds that would melt the warrior's ſoul away : 


Vain efforts theſe, an honeſt fame to raiſe ; 


Your painters, and your eunuchs, be your praiſe : 


Grant us more real goods, you heav'nly pow'rs ! 
Virtue, and arms, and liberty be ours. 

Weak are your offers to the free and brave; 
No bribe can purchaſe me to be a ſlave. 
Hear'me, ye rocks, ye mountains, and ye plains, 
The happy bounds of our Helvetian ſwains ! 

In thee, my country, will I fix my ſeat ; 


Nor envy the poor wretch, that would be great : 


My life and arms I dedicate to thee ;z— 
For, know, it is my int'reſt to be free. 
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LIFE. buethenfame,. becauſe we know not 
hour to uſe n 


An EPISTLE. 


| By Mr. ROLLE*, 


HAT, a en and not one line afford! 
'Tis well: — how finely ſome folk keep heir word 
I own my promiſe—But to ſteal an hour, | 
Midſt all this hurry—'tis not in my pow'r, 
Where life each day does one fix'd order keep, 
Succeſſive journies, wearineſs and fleep. 
Or if our ſcheme ſome interval allows, 
Some hours deſign'd for thought and for repoſe ; 
Soon as the ſcatter'd images begin 
In the mind to rally—company comes in : 
Reaſon, adieu! there's no more room to think; 
For all the day behind is noiſe and drink. 
Thus life rolls on, but not without regret ; 
Whene'er at morning, in ſome cool retreat 
I walk alone :—'tis then in thought I view 
Some ſage of old; tis then I think of you; 


® Edward Rolle, of New College, Oxford. He took the degree of 
M. A, Jan. 14, 1730, and of B. D. 23 January 1758. 
. | Whole 
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Whoſe breaſt no tyrant paſſions ever beiten 
No pulſe that riots, blood that diſbbeys; 


Who follow but where judgment points the way, A 25 


And whom tos buſy ſenſe ne'er led aſtray. 
Not that you joys with moderation ſhun ; 
You taſte all pleaſures, but indulge in none. 


Fir'd by this image, I reſolve anew : mol Md | 


Tis reaſon calls, and peace and joy's'in view. 
How bleſs'd a change! a long adieu to ſenſe: 
O ſhield me, ſapience ! virtue's reign commence! 
Alas, how ſhort a reign !—the walk is o'er, '' 
The dinner waits; and friends ſome half a ſcore z 
At firſt to virtue firm, the glaſs I fly; = 
Till ſome ſly fot, —<* Not drink the family — 
Thus gratitude is made to plead for fin ; 
My trait'rous breaſt a party forms within: 
And inclination brib'd, we never want 
Excuſe—** *Tis hot, and walking makes one aint 
Now ſenſe gets ſtrength; my bright reſolves decay, 
Like ſtars that melt at the approach of day : © 
Thought dies 3 and ev'n, at laſt, your image fades away. 
My head grows warm; all reaſon I deſpiſe : 
% To-day be happy, and to-morrow wiſe l 
Betray'd ſo oft, I'm half perſuaded now, 
Surely to fail, the firſt ſtep is to vow. 

The country lately, *twas my wiſh : oh there ! 
Gardens, diverſions, friends, relations, air: 


* 
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For London now, dear London, how I burn! 
I muſt be happy, ſure, when I return, 

- Whoever hopes true happineſs to ſee, 
Hopes for what never was, nor e' er will be: 
The neareſt eaſe, fince we muſt ſuffer ſtill, 
Are they, who dare be patient under ill, 
Whilom a fool ſaw where a fiddle lay ; 
And after poring round it, ſtroye to play: 
Above, below, acroſs, all ways he tries; 
He tries in vain, tis diſcord all and noiſe : 
Fretting he threw it hy: then thus the lout ; 
«© There's mufic in it, could I fetch it out. 
If life does not its harmony impart, . | 
We want not inſtruments, but have not art, 
*Tis endleſs to defer our hopes of eaſe, 
Till croſſes end, and diſappointments ceaſe. 
The ſage is happy, not that all goes right, 
His cattle feel no rot, his corn no blight ; 
The mind for caſe is fitted to the wile, 
Not ſo the fool!'s — tis here the difference lies; | 
Their proſpe& is the ſame, but various are cheir eyes. 


The Duty of Eeploying one's e. 


An BPISTLE. 
By the same. 


Frs gehe ie; yet, dear fir, tis true, 
Man ſhould haye ſomewhat evermore to do. 

Hard labour's tedious, every one muſt own; 

But ſurely better ſuch by far, than none; 

The perfe& drone, the quite impertinent, 

Whoſe life at nothing aims, bur—to be ſpent ; 

Such heaven viſits for ſome mighty ill : 

'Tis ſure the hardeſt labour, to ſit fill. 

Hence that unhappy tribe who'nought purſue: 

Who ſin, for want of ſomething elſe to do. 
Sir John is bleſs'd with riches, honovr, love 3 

And to be bleſs*& indeed, needs only move. 

For want of this, with pain he lives away, 

A lump of hardly-atiintated clay : 

Dull till his double bottle does him right; 

He's eaſy juſt at twelve o'clock at night, 

Thus for one ſparkliig-hour alone he's bleſt; 

While ſpleen and head-ach ſeize on all the reſt; 
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What numbers, ſloth with gloomy hamours fills! 
Racking their brains wich vifionary ills, 
Hence what loud outcries, and well-meaning rage, 
What endleſs quarrels at the preſent age * 
How many blame ! how ofren may we hear, 
1% Such vice — well, ſure, the laſt day muſt be near!“ 
T' avoid ſuch wild imaginary pains, > 
The ſad creation of diſtemper'd brains, 
Diſpatch, dear friend! move, labour, ſweat, run, , fly! 
Do aught—but think the day of judgment nigh. 

There are, who've loſt all reliſh for delight: 

With them no earthly thing is ever right. 
T” expect to alter to their taſte, were vain ; 
For who can mend-ſo faſt, as they — 
Whate'er you do, ſnall be a crime with ſuch; 
One while you've loſt your tongue, then talk too much: 
Thus ſhall you meet their waſpiſh cenſure ſtill; 
As hedge-hogs prick vou, go which fide you will. 
Ohl! pity theſe whene' er you ſee them ſwell! 
Folks call *em croſs poor men! they are not well. 
How many ſuch, in indolence grown old, 
With vigour ne'er do any thing, but ſcold ? 
Who ſpirits only from ill-humour get; 
Like wines that die, unleſs upon the fret. 

Weary'd of flouncing to himſelf alone, 
Acerbus keeps a man to fret upon. | 
The fellow's nothing in the earth wa 


But to fit quiet and be ſcolded o. 
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Fiſhes and oaths, whene'er the maſter's ſour d, 

All largely on the ſcape-goat ſlave are pour d. 

This drains his rage; and though to John ſo rough, 

Abroad you'd think him complaiſant enough, 
As for myſelf, whom poverty prevents * 

From being angry at ſo great expence ; 

Who, ſhould I ever be jnclin'd to rage, | 

For want of ſlaves; war with myſelf muſt wage; 

Muſt rail, and hear ; chaſtifing, be chaſtis'd ; 

Be both the tyrant, and the tyranniz'd ; 

I chooſe to labour, rather than to fret : 

What's rage in ſome, in me goes off in ſweat, 

If times are ill, and things ſeem never worſe ; 

Men, manners to reclaim,—1 take my horſe. 

One mile reforms *em, or if aught remain 

Unpurg'd,——'tis but to ride as far again. 

Thus on myſelf in toils I ſpend my rage : 

1 pay the fine; and that abſolves the age. 

Sometimes, ſtill more to interrupt my eaſe, 

I take my pen, and write ſuch things as theſe : 

Which though all other merit be deny'd, 

Shew my devotion ſtill to be employ'd. 

Add too, though writing be itſelf a curſe, 

Yet ſome diſtempers are a cure for worſe ; 

And ſince midſt indolence, ſpleen will prevail, 

Since who do nothing elſe, are ſure to rail; . 

Man ſhould be ſuffer d thus to play the fool, 

To keep from hurt, as children go to ſchool, 
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You ſhould not rhyme in ſpite of nature True 
Yet ſure tis greater trouble, if you do: 
And if 'tis lab'ring only, men profe fe, | 
Who writes the hardeſt, writes with moſt ſucceſs, 

Thus for myſelf and friends, I do my part; 
Promoting doubly the pains-taking art: 
Firſt to myſelf, tis labour to compoſe ; 
To read ſuch lines, is drudgery to thaſe. 


On SCRIBBLING againſt GENIUS. 
An E PISTLE. 


O ſingle rule's more 3 enjoin'd, 
han this; Obſerve the bias of your mind.“ 

However juſt by every one confeſs'd, 
There's not a rule more frequently tranſgreſs'd ; 
For mortals, to their int'reſt blind, purſue 
The thing they like, not that they're fit to do. 

This Verro's fault, by frequent praiſes fir d, 
He ſeveral parts had try'd, in each admir'd. 
That Verro was not every way compleat, 
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But muſic: mad, th* unhappy man purſud 
That only thing heav'n meant he never ſhould; 
And thus his proper road to fame neglected, 
He's ridicul'd for that he but affected. | 
Would men but act from nature's fecret call, 
Or only, where that fails, not act at all: 
If not their ſkill, they'd ſhew at leaſt good ſenſe, — 
They'd get no fame——nor would they give offence. 
Not that where ſome one merit is deny'd, 
Men muſt be every way unqualify's ; 
Nor hold we, like that wrong - concluding wight, 
A man can't fiſh —— becauſe he could not write. 
View all the world around: each man deſign'd 
And furniſh'd for ſome fay'rite part you find. 
That, ſometimes low: yet this, fo ſmall a gift, 
Proves nature did not turn him quite adrift, 
The phlegmatic, dull, aukward, thick, groſs-witted, 
Have all ſome clumſy work for which toy re fitted. 
' *Twas never known, in men a perfect void, 
Ev'n I and T-— Id might be well employ'd ; 
Would we our poverty of parts ſurvey, 
And follow as our genius led the way, 
What then ? obedient to that turn of mind 
Should men jog on'to one dull path confin'd ; 
From that ſmall circle never dare depart, 
To ſtrike at large, and ſnatch a grace from art? 
At leaſt with care forbidden paths purſue ? 4 
Who quits the road, ſhould keep it tilt in view; | 
E 4 From 
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From genius ſome few ſcapes may be allow d 
But ever keep within its neighbourhood. 
But C—r, faithleſs to bis bias ſee, 61 
With giant-ſin oppoſing heav'n's decree. 
Still fond where he ſhould not, he blunders on 
With all that haſte fools make to be undone: 
Want of ſucceſs his paſſion but augments ; 
Like eunuchs rage of love, from impotence, 
* *Monglt all the inſtances of genius croſt, 
The rhyming tribe are thoſe who err the moſt, 
Each piddling wretch who hath but common ſenſe, 
Or thinks he hath, to verſe ſhall make pretence : 
Why not ? 'tis their diverſion, and *twere hard 
If men of their eſtates ſhould be debarr'd. 
Thus wealth with them gives every thing beſide ; 
As people worth ſo much are qualify'd : 
1 hey've all the requiſites for writing fit, 
All but that one—ſome little ſhare of wit, 
Give way, ye friends, nor with fond pray'rs proceed 
To ſtop the progreſs of a pen full ſpeed. 
Tis heav'n, incens'd by ſome prodigious crime, 
Thus for mens fins determines them to rhyme. 
Bad men, no doubt; perhaps tis vengeance due 
For ſhrines they've plunder'd, or ſome wretch they flew, 
Whate'er it be, ſure grievous is th' offence, 
And grievous is (heaven knows !) its recompence. 
At once in want of rhyme, and want of reſt; 
Plagues to themſelves, and to mankind a jeſt: 
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seduc'd by empty forms of falſe delight 

Such, in ſome men, their deadly luſt to write! 
Ev'n I, whoſe genius ſeems as much forgot, 

(Mine when I write, as your's when you do not ) 

Who gravely thus can others' faults condemn, 

Myſelf allowing, what I blame in them ; 

With no pretence to Phaabus? aid divine, 

Nor the leaſt int'reſt.in the tuneful Nine, 

With all the guilt of impotence in view, 

Gniev'd for paſt fins, but yet committing new 

Whate'er the wits may ſay, or wiſe may think, 

Am fooling every way with pen and ink. | 

When all who wiſh me beſt, begin t' adviſe, 

© That being witty, is not being wiſe ;} 

© That if the voice of int'reſt might be heard, 

For one who wears a gown,—would be preferr d' 

Incorrigibly deaf, I feign a yawn ; 

And mock their juſt concluſions, ere they're a. 
If to my practice, they oppos d my theme 3 

And pointed, how. I ſwam againſt the ſtream: 

With all the rancour of a bard in rage, 

I'd quote 'em half the writers of the age; | 

Who in a wrath of verſe, with all their might 

Write on, howe'er unqualify'd to write. 
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By the Rev. Mr. . Pirr *, 


HE Mimic's duQtile features claim my lay, 
Chang'd to a thouſand ſhapes, a thouſand ways; 
Who with variety of arts puts on 
All other perſons, and throws of his own ; 


z Chriſtopher Pit was the fon of a phyfician at Blandford, and was 
born in the year 1699. In 1714 be was received as a ſcholar into Win- 
cheſter College, where he remained until the year 1719, when he was 
removed to New College, Oxford. At. this place he continued three 
years, and was then preſented to the reQory of Pimpern in Dorſetſhire. 
On receiving this pre ſerment he reſigned his fellowſhip, but continued 
| at Oxford two years longer, when he became maſter of arts, © He then 
« retired to his living,” ſays Dr. Johnſon, © a place very pleafing 
by its ſituation, and therefore likely to excite the imagination of a 
* poet; where he paſſed the reft of his life, reverenced for his virtue, 
„ and beloved for the ſoftneſs of his temper and the eafineſs of his 
+ manners. Before ſtrangers he had ſomething of the ſcholar's timi- 
4% dity or diſtruſt ; but when he became familiar, he was in a very high 
©, degree chearful and entertaining. His general benevolence procured 
de general reſpect; and he paſſed a life placid and honourable ; neither 
* too great for the kindneſs of the low, nor too low for the no- 
* tice of the ggeat,”” He died April 13, 1748, and was buried at 
Blandford, 
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[L 7511 
Whoſe looks well difciplin'd his will obey, 
Bloom at command, or at command decay: 
Nor bluſh, my Muſe, thoſe changes to impart, 
Which aſk an Ovid's or Apollo's art. 
But whoj Apollo, all the arts can trace, 
All the deceirs of that deluſive face? 
For lo! in fight the various artiſt comes; 
Lo! how in beauty and in health he blooms : 
Its ſmootheſt charms triumphant youth ſupplies, 
Laughs in his cheeks, and ſparkles in his eyes. 
But ſudden ſee, the ſcene is ſnatch'd away, 
See each inverted feature in decay ; 
His muſcles all relax'd, his face o'ergrown, 
Rough and emboſs'd with wrinkles not his own. 
He trails his dangling legs: the wond'ring train 
Laugh at the ſolemn conduct of his cane; 
Rapt through the ſcenes of life, he drops his prime b 
A cripple fixty years before his time; 
Runs in a moment all his ſtages o'er, g 
And ſteps from four and- twenty to ſour- ſcore. 
Now he a venerable judge appears, 
And the long garb of lazy purple wears; 
Like drowſy Page's o looks his aged frame, 
His mien, his habit, and addreſs the fame : 


d Sir Francis Page, Judge of the King's Bench, who died in the year 
2741. See Savage's works, vol. ii. where a very ſerere character is 
drawn of him, 
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When to the ſneering crowd he liſps à joke, 
Puns from the law, or quibbles out of Coke; 
With ſettled air, and moſt judicious face, _ 
Nods o'er the cuſhion, counſel; and the cafe ; 
Slumbers, and hears by ſtarts the noiſy train; 
Catches a period, and drops down again, 
And now his hearers in their turn to lull, 
Himſelf ſtands up moſt venerably dull, 
Talks of old times; commends their loyal zeal, 
Their wholeſome ſtatutes, diſcipline, and ale; 
On different themes beſtows one common praiſe, 
The Thames, the ſtreets, the king, and king's wer Wed 
You ſee him quit the bench, and ſtrait appear 11 
An huge old gouty counſel at the bar; | 
Bawl for his chent, wreſt the tortur'd laws 
From their true ſenſe, and mould them to the cauſe ; 
In ſolemn form harangue the liſt' ning crowd, 
And hem and cough emphatically loud ; 
Bleſt art indeed ! and glorious eloquence, 
Where empty noiſe ſupplies the want of ſenſe. 
For meaning, ſigns and motions he affords, 
And interjections for the want of words. 
What ſhape to you, O Symons ©, is unknown ! 
What face, but you adopt into your own ! 
At the leaſt hint, fictitious crouds you raiſe, 
And multiply yourſelf ten thouſand ways ; 


© Robert Symons of Exeter college, the mel aſtoniſhing mimic of | 
his time. 4 
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This moment, to indulge the mirthful vein, n, 
A fool's or doctor's perſon you ſuſtain ; 1 
The next reſume yourſelf and ſenſe again. 
Am I deceiv'd ? or by ſome ſudden flight, 
A ftarch'd tub-preacher now he ſtrikes the fight, 
(Quick the tranſition, and unſeen the art !) 
Pale and entirely chang'd in-every-part, 
His ſhorten'd viſage, and fantaſtic dreſs, 
The mad fanatic to the life expreſs ; | 
That ſmall filk cap; thoſe puritanic hairs, 
Crop'd to the quick, and circling round his ears; 
That rounded face the Mimic here proclaim, - 
Ho very different, yet how fill the ſame! 
"Now he, by juſt degrees, his filence breaks ; 
His frantic ſilence mutt'ꝰring ere he ſpeaks : 
Protracted hums the ſolemn farce begin, 
And groans and pauſes interrupt the ſcene ; 
As each in juſt ſucceſſion comes and goes, 
Work'd to its pitch, the ſpirit ſtronger grows, | 
And ſqueezes out his eyes, and twangs his vocal noſe. 
Now quick and rapid, and in rage more loud, 
A ftorm of nonſenſe burſts upon the crowd : 
His hand and voice proclaim the ger'ral doom, 
While this the hour-glaſs ſhakes, and that the room, 
On nature's ruins all his doftrines dwell, 
And throw wide open every gate of hel}. 
A thouſand other ſhapes he wears with grace; 
A thouſand more varieties of face: 
; Bat 
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But who, in every ſhape, can count him o'er; 

Who multiplies his perſon every hour ? 

What Muſe his flying features can purſue, KID 
Or keep his wand' ring countenance in view ? 
Had I a thouſand months, a thouſand tongues, 

A throat of braſs, and/adamantine lungs, 

I could not celebrate this Proteus' ſkill, 

Who ſhifts his perſon and his face at will; 

This Proteus, who out-numbers hoſts alone; 

A crowd himſelf; a multitude in one, 


- An EPISTLE from. FLORENCE. 


To Tromas Asnron, Eſq; Tutor to the Earl of 
Plymouth. | N 


Written in the Vear 1740. 


By the Honourable 


HEN flouriſh'd with their ſtate ris nat 
And Learning and Politeneſs — 

Philoſophy with gentle art refin'd | 

The honeſt roughneſs of th? unpractis d mind: 

| She call'd the latent beams of Nature forth, 

Guided their ardour, and infur'd their worth, 


She 
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She pois'd th*impetuous Warriors vengeful fler. 
Mark'd true Ambition from deſtructive Zeal, 
Pointed what luſtre on that laurel blows, 

Which Virtue only on her ſons beſtows. 

Hence clement Ciuown of unſpotted fame, 
Hence Az18TIDEs” ever fav'rite name; 
Heroes, who knew to wie ld the righteous ſpear, | 


And guard their native tow'rs from foreign fear : 


Or in firm bands of ſocial Peace to bind 
Their Country's good, and benefit mankind, 
She trim d the thoughtful Stateſman's nightly off, 
Confirm'd his mind beneath an empire's toil, 
Or with him to his ſilent villa ſtole,” 


Gilded his ev*aing hours, and harmoniz'd his ſoul. 


To woods and caves tie never bade retreat, 
Nor fix'd in cloyſter'& monketies ker ſeat: 
No lonely pretepts to her ſons enjoin'd, 
Nor taught them to be men, to ſtun mankind. 
Cruics there were, an uncouth ſelfiſh race, 
Of manners foul, and boaſtful of diſgrace : 
Brutes, whom no Muſe has ever lov'd to name, 
Whoſe Ignominy is their only fame. 
No hoſtile Trophies grace their honour'd urn, 
Around their tomb ao ſculptur'd Virtues mourn ; 
Nor tells the marble into emblems grav'd, 
An Art-diſcover'd, or a City ſav'd. 

Be this the goal to which the Briton-Peer 
Exalt his hope, and preſs his young career 4 
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Be this the goal to which, my Friend, *. 


With gentle {kill direct his early v view ! 
Artful the various ſtudies to diſpenſe, _ 
. And melt the ſchoolman?; s jargon down to ſenſe. 


Bee the pedantic Teacher, winking dull, 
The letter d Tyrant of a trembling ſchool * 
Teaching by force, and proving by a frown, i 


His lifted faſces ram the leſſon donn. — =p 
From tortur'd ſtrains of eloquence he draws - 


Perhaps a Bigot to the learned Page, 


No modern cuſtom can his thoughts OY a 
His little farm by Groh rules he ploughs, | 
And prunes by metre the luxuriant LG 
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And fears if the prognoktic Raven' 8 found _ 


9 Expatiating alone along 1 the dreary : round, | 
What ſcanty precepts | [ ſtudies how confin'd . 
Too mean. to fill your comprehenſive mind: : 


Unſatisfy'd with knowing when or where 


Some Roman Bigot rais'd a Fane to o Fa, BA 'F 


. 
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Barbaric precepts and unmeaning | laws, 
By his own ſenſe would Totkr' $ word expound, ras 
And a new Vanpal tramples claflic ground. - 
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On what green medal Vi RTUE ftands exprefs'd, 
How Coxconp's pittur'd, Livzary _ how dreſs'd ; 


Si 


2 Ft folk fn ficea ſecum ſpatiatif arena; | 
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Or with wiſe Kü judicioally deine, 2 4 | 

When Pius marks the honorary coi | not vir cola Gt 

Of Caracaila, of of AN Toni. 
Thirſting for knowledge, but to know the a 

Through judginent's optic guide th" illofive Gghe, | 

To let in rays on Reaſon's darkling cell, | 

And Prejudice's lagging miſts diſpel ; | ' | 

For this you deg CER RAT LGGels pigs; ; 


Weigh the contemplative and active Sage; 
And cull ſome uſeful flow'r from each heroic Age. 
Thence teach the Youth the neceflary art, | 
To know the Judge's from the Cricic's part: 
Shew how ignoble is the paſſion, Fzan, \ 
And place ſome patriot Roman's model near; 
Their bright examples to his ſoul inſtil, EARL N. | 
Who knew no Fear, but that of doing ill. | _ 
Tell him, tis all a cant, a trifle all,” des Aqui L | 
To know the folds that from the Toca fall, 11 | 
The CLavus* breadth, the Bur Ta's golden round, | 
And every leaf that every Vi TU crowd | 
But ſhew how brighter in each honeft breaſt - 0 | 
Than in her ſhrine, the Goddeſs ood: confeſs { | 
Tell bim, it is not the fantaſtic Boy, | | .Y 
Elate with pow'r and fwell'd with frantic joy, . 
Tis not a {laviſh Senate, fawning, baſe, 
Can ſtamp with honeſt fame a worthleſs race; 
Though the falſe Coin proclaim him great and wiſe, 
The tyrant's life ſhall tell that Coin, it lies. 
Vor, III. F ; But 
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: ut when your early Care:ſhall haye defign's, 
To plan the Soul and mguld the waxen Minds, _ . .. 
When you ſhall pour upon his tender Breaſt, | 
Ideas that muſt land an Ages teſt. 
Oh! there imprint with ſtrongeſt deepeſt dye Jy, £4 403 
The lovely form of Goddeſs LIE 1111! 
For her in Senates be he train'd ta pleadd. 
For her in Battles he he taught to bleed. 
Lend him where Dover 's, rugged cliff reſognds._ 
with daſhing ſeas, fair Freedom's boveſt, bounds, - 


Point to yon azure Cars begropp'd with geld. 


Whoſe weight the necks of Gallia's fone opbold z . won! 9: 
Where proudly ſits an irop-ſcepter'd Queen, _ 
And fondly triumphy.o'er.the proſtrate ſcene, _ 
Cry, That is Empire; }; ſhun her baleful path, _ 
Her Words are Slayery, and her Touch is Death! 
Through wounds and blood, the Fury, drives ber way, 
And murthers half, to make the reſt her prey. 
Thus ſpoke each Spartan matron, as the dreſs'd 
With the bright cuitaſe the young ſoldier's breaſt; 
On the new warrior's: tender - i new d high, 
Girt Fear of Shame and Love of Liberty. 7 
Steel'd with ſuch precepts, for a cauſe ſo good, 
What ſcanty bands the Perban hoſt withſtgad!, _ 
Before the ſons of Greece let Aſia tell. _ * 
How fled her d I how her Millions u! 
St 35S VEG IRIS. 3:1 51 $49 
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When atm'd for Linn ATT, a Few how braue l | 
How weak a Multitude, where each-a Slave?! 
No welcome Faulehion f11'd their fainting hand. 
No Voice inſpir'd of favourite Commaad. 
No Peaſant ſought for wealthy lands poſſeſs d. 
No fond remembrance warm'd the Parent's breaſt b 
They ſaw their lands for royal riot groan, - RENT: 
And toil'd in; vain fot banquets, not cheir own 4 ' | 
They ſaw their infant Race tobondage nſec, i - | 
And frequent heard the raviſh'd Virgiz's cries, - - | 
Diſhonour'd but to cool a tratfient guſt 0 J 219. 
Of ſome luxutions Satrap's burb'rbus luſt. 15 FA bak * 

The greateſt curſes any Age has known *7 ; 1 
Have iſſued from the Temple or the Throne oh ply bet | 
Extent of ill from Rings at firſt begins, | 
But Prieſts muſt aid, and conſeerate their fins. 
The tortur'd Subject might be heard complain, _ | 
When ſinking under à new weight of chain, | 
Or more rebellious might perhaps repine, { | 
When tax'd to dow'r a titled  Concubine, 

But the Prieſt chriſtens all a Right Divine. 

When at the altar a new Monarch kneels, «11 | 
What conjur'd awe upon the people ſteals Y ?: «+- | 
The choſen H adores the precious oil,  ' © | 
Meekly receives the folemn' charm, and while 
The Prieſt: ſome bieſſed nothings murters o'er, | 
Sucks in'the ſacred * at 7 pore: | 

2 He | 
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He ſeems at ones to ſhed his mortal inn 
And feels Divinity trausfus'd Within. 
The trembling Vulgar dres the royat'Nod;/ © / 
And worſhip God's aneinted more than Gd. 
Such Sanction gives the Prelate to ſüch Kings t 
So miſchief from thoſe hallow'd fountains ſpring. 
But bend your eye to vonder harraſs'd plains, 
Where King and Prieſt in one united reigns; 
See fair Italia mourn'her holy ſtate, | 
And droop oppreſs*& beneath u e 
Where fat Celibacy uſurps the ſoil, Dane 
And ſacred Sloth conſumes rb ee 1 | 
The holy Drones monopolize — Nd af 
And plunder by a vow of Poverty. 
The Chriſtian — — 2 0p 121 
Unlearn'd, unchaſle, uncharitable Saiuts. — 
Oppreſſion takes Religion's tallow'd name, 
And Prieft-craft knows re 2 
Behold how each enthufiaſtte foot 
Of ductile piety, becomes their wy IN 
Obſerve with ————— ne Ty 
They hallow Foppery and combat Senſe. 
Some hoary Hypocrite, grown old in ſin, 
Whoſe thought of heav'n with his Taft Wart dey, 
Counting a chaplet with a bigot care 
And mumbling ſomewhat *twixt-a Sidi and hae 
Hugs a dawb'd image of his injur'd Lord, | 
And ſqueezes out on the dull idol- board 
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A ſore- 
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A ſore- ey d gum of teara ; the flannel Cn 
With cunning joy the fond repentance vitwg ee 
Pronounce Him hleſed, bis Miracles proclaim , 
Teach the ſlightierbwd © adore bizchaltow'd name, 
Exalt his praiſe above the Saints ofold,> 1 > i 
And coin has ſinking conſcience into Gold... $7 744.615 10 
Or when ſome Pontiff with-tmiperious band 153731 2124 VI 
Sends forth his edit ad exciſe. the Jandzon> oi fmwy 0 
The tortur'd Hindbuawillinglyrobeys/ bb gl ny bode 
And mutters curſeb a his mitbihe-pays!.: 0099 
The ſubtle Prieſt th'-invittions ame, forbevts, - 15 17) 2 
Aſks it for holy-laſeroryernal prayirs zz 
Exhibits all chair ctrnmpery'tofbley 3 os oft no ny 
A bone, à nianldy-morſel; or Ain 
Th' idolatrous Devout adare the ſbowsnrs ic pact | bz 't 10 
And in full ſtreama the molten aſfrings flow. | 
No pagan est, nothing; too:profanie;.! +7 oo 
To aid the Romitſh zeal for Ohriſti an gain, 4H OSA 
Each Temple with new:welght af idols nods. 
And borrow'd Altars ſmoke to other Gde. 
PromeETHBUs? Vylture- Marraswis Eagle proves: 
And heav'nly, Cherubs {grout from heathen Loves: 
Young Ga Tun winged Angel Hands 
B holy LVα, and diQtates: God's commands 2. 
a Aror fo, though degraded, ſtill can hleſ so. 
Rewarded "A a Aenne 1 8. 
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1 5 7 
Each convert Godbe hd is pb dj d, 
And Jovs himſelf by *\Pargz'£namebaptiz/d,” - ** 
AsTazTz ſhines in Jewiſh Mn afaine; nl 55000 
Still Queen of heav'h, another and the fame: 
While the proud, Prieſt theiſacred —— 
Of empty cities. and diſpeopled Plains, Naa aud ns 
Where fetter d. Nature is forbid to rove | mot anda 10 
| In the free commerce as productive Lo: id Aridt ane 
Behold jmpriſon'd with her breh kindꝰ Þ*3m 193 a 
In gloomy cells thb votive Maid em fd zj 
Faint ſtreams of blood, by long fagnation weak 
Scarce tinge the fading damaſt ofhericbeek g 
In vain ſhe pines, the holy Faith withflands,"" le Hidig vA 
What Nature dictates ald what God vommhnds: nod A 
hut if ſome ſanguine He, ſome duty vieſſl eno1:hlobs wo 
Of jollier morals taſte the'rempting fedſge 551! 111 1 bo /. 
From the ſtrong graſp if ſpme pror'babe Griſey 155 
Unwelcome, uniadear'd;*iidflantidiexy li no ff od oo 
Or poiſons blaſting" ſoon rhe $aſtyoypn dw om Tt 
Th imperfect ſoeds of infant life deſtroy. b'warmad bh. 
Fair 'Modeſty, thou virgin'tenderaoytdp / ran non 
From thee the Muſe the groſſer acts man Hide t 
Nor the dark cleiſters myſtie rites diſplay, a 20 
Whence num'rbus'drawny Monkhoods n rin R 
And unprolific, . | 


a . 3© i? e 


4 At St. Peter's angold ſtatue of Topizr , — Into. one of 
St. Peter, 


BxiTawni 


__ 
- Berrannia ſmiling, views her golden plaing. ; | | 
From mitred bondage free and papal chains z; 
Her jocund Sons paſs each unburthen'd 5 8 
Securely quiet, inn ny g eee: od bo & 
Lords of hene abe happy Rene, 4. 22012 H 
Each of his little tenemerit-the Timgo cn i -. 
Twice 4d uſerpily Roms eixptid Ter hand, kid 18 T 
To reitflave the new-deliver\dldand';o 
Twice. were her ſable bands'to:batde warm d. 
With pardons, bull, andvexte, and murthery arm; 
e With PeTzz's ſword and Mronktt's lance were . 
And whate' er res {upply'd the Church's Wann 
Twice did the gallant Albion race repel loy 8007 
The jeſuit legions to the gates of hell; nl 
Or whate'er Angel, friend to Britain, ey 24 22idoa 2114 
Or W1LLiam's or Binza's guardian loo. 
Ariſe, young Peer l ſnine forthin:fuch a cauſe !- -- - | 
Who draws the ſword for Freedom, juſtly draw. 
Reflect how dearly was that Frecdom bought; 
For n , ba A 
Through the long ſeries of our princes down, * T 
How wrench'd ſome right from each too potent OR 
Bee abject Joux, that vaſſal- Monarch, fee bv 
Bow down che royal neck, and crouch the ſupple lenee! 


TRY". en <4 
- & 


La > 


e Addit & Herculeos Arcus Haftamque Minervæ, 
Quicquid habent telorum armamentatia Cœli. Juv. 


We | = & Oh [ 


1226 1 
Oh! proſitution of imperial Statag!?/̃̃ W . - rod 
To a vile Romith Prieſt's wile Delegat g 
Him the bold Barons ſeorning th o- Low 4 1h 
And be the ſabjects of a ſubject ſway : 9 ln 
Heroes whoſe nanies-t6 lateſt fame ſhall ſhin e 
Aw'd by no viſions of a Right Divine, Mei 30 , % 
That bond by eaſtern Politicians wrivght, , 
Which ours have learnt and Rabbi Doctors taught, 
To ſtraiter banks reſtrain i che. Rayal Will, 279% e 
That great prerogative of doing i.. 
To late example and experience dead. 
See b Henzr in his Father's fotſteps trad. 
Too young to goyern; immaturt deo po rr, 
His early follies haunt Ris lateſt hour.. 
His nobles injur d, and his reahne pre . 
No violated Senate's Wrong redet,, 
His hoaty age ſinks in the ſceble wanne 
Of an inglogious, ſlighted tedibus reign. £91 Mabel / 
The Muſe too lang ich ide gleries fed, 
And train'd to trumpet der the: warlike dead, u L 
The wanton, ſain on giddy plumes w,uνẽj ua, 
To Gallic Loire and Jordan'#twumbledore gs a x 177 
Again would teach the Saracen and Gaul, art 
At“ EDWwand's and at Heng r'e name to falls ß 


f The Pope's Nuncio. 

5 Henin. nan 
Ede I. an I m7 ee Choproght'sr = 
i Henry V. 


ky adi i; eas 
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Romantic heroes} prodigabof bloody: rs - 02 
What numbers ftain'd eachilt-dipuced cod! \ 
Tools to a Clergy! waning bytuo feaſt © ow 
With fpoils of provinces; each pamperd Prieſt. anom old 
Be dumb, foiabMaid:thycacred mknorſpilh oh 
On ſpecious Tyrant, popakadytts =: - . 284; Brit n 
Nor be thy comelpdockswath:Rotes tight. .; £2 1 
Of either victor colaur; Red oroWhites £1 53 nos 5 
Foil'd the aſſaſſn King. a qu hie w-. 1.01 
The blended ori on ſy Yun HNA Ui bew. 
Peace lights again en h fonſaken ſtran d., 
And baniſh'd Blenty'reafemes chend. 
No nodding creſt-theicrevching (infant frights, : 10 | 1414 
No clarion rudeiꝝ chrena the brigefs.delightsg g 1 
Repoſing ſabren ſcale beit ancient pere 
To briſtle round a gn nne f 1 
The wearied army gieteſquelyfleck che ral. 
And tatter'd trophies ret tha Royal Ball. v NN 
Put Peace in vain oncthe ble attend lane 
From her exuberant hum hetrenſures uin 2 
She deals her giſts 3 bat is an uſeleſe hour, gargned' 
To glut the iron hand of gripipg;PoWes um {ne 17 10 
Such LancasTzR, whom -banraſsd Britain ſaws: i » il 
—_—C et buA 


1 Ricbad ln. 6 
1 Meduſa's head in the armory at the Towers 
' ® Weſtminſter-hall, e 1 


; 
— 4 More 


3 b 
* 


| | : [9 1 


More politic than wiſd, mom wife than great: 15h 
A legiſlator to enllive tha ſtate z Wah groadinua gn 
_ Coolly malicious 5; by defiga a nave :! à2 © 0 2 
More mean than falſes ambitions more than brave ; 
Attach'd td Igtersftu more than Hondbarts end: 
More ſtrict than juſt; midrertovetous than allt. 
Not ſo the Renelidr profuſe, hie d BOm d vi: 2d i 
His contraſt courſe af thun begun wits |, 
Robuſt of limb, ahl Aufhö d with Horid grace. is bas"! 
To feats of e eee egit o 
In either field the vig!rows monambTthone:! bidde bak q 
Mark'd out for gidt /eathilgaations:day: # 1 rn. ” 
In tournament gud f banquets dan d ae 50 
Bot ſhift the ſcenezani view hat laughter aig 
Each frantic pri fis datb*rougraign's: 00 =o 
A Tyrant to.thewpedplewhajn:he wlg ut bl 
By every potentate lieideals with; fool'd: 517181 by A 
Sold by one'? miniſtry wo albudjay;eo nts on ont 1 | 
Sway'd by each diftar of diem per d taft s/o 1 
Changing each-wotſhip-that'controul'd the bene 
Of his adult'rous with; abdlewdlintearty £- 5 fo 1 
Big in unwieldy majeſty und pride, Gra MA. 2 
And ſmear'd with QD wit Manyv5 blood, He yd. 
1 „ 404% i 
» Henry VIII, _— LT TOA Cabal. 
Cardinal Wolſey. Rr mt 


* . 
910i aſs 
5 3 £6 


t „ 1 


Paſs we the pie Venſh tightly enz: 
The murd'rous a of a Wenk, Romiſh d Qn: 
Nor with faint pencil, impatentiy vaio, mics zid Is 10 
Shadow the glories of Ex.iza's:ne gn, 01 2x» mm oT 
Who's ſtill too great,.chough dome fem faults ſhe had, or 
To catalogue with 4k thoſe ReyaF bad. 11 

Ariſe, great Jaun f thy courſe af wiſdom run! 62 70 
Image of David's phi loſaphie gon an 5bam 6 224d DA 
He comes b either hand in- ſpemly ſtat e 
Knowledge and Peace, his fondled handmaids, wait 2. al 
Obſcurely learn'dj elaborately dull 
Of quibbling cant and-grace fanatie bell, 61435 5199 
Thron'd in full ſenateg um hi pestant tehgueee 71 
Theſe for G@ibv hours enchuweighty morning hüng z 
For theſe each ſtiiug of royal porte ſunjjẽjm ld + 447 
For theſe he ſold tele BAU Nn, ee 
For theſe he ſquandetid gvery pifudent re 
The frugal Princeſs had teſery d befure, 
On penſion'd ſyoophanti ad garterid he all,” 
Tools of his will and minis df his I œũ. 
For theſe he let his beggars? davghtes roam ; mie Aa] 
Bubbled, for theſe, by Spaniſh att at home * Het 
For theſe, to ſum the -bleſings of his neign, 5 1 50A 
Poiſon'd one ſon * and rothes ſent to Spain. _ b yartniioY 


r Queen of Bohemia. | 
 $ Faince Henry, and Charles I, 
b | Recke, 


| * 1 

Retire, ſtrict Muſe, aud thy impartial ver 
In pity ſpare on CMAA Uses bleeding here; 
Or all his favlts in blacheſt notes tranſlate 
To tombs where rot the wathors.of his fate > 
To luſtfül Hunt rr Komiſh hade... 
Let all his acts of latvleſi po. r be laid Supols1c2 9 
Or to the rief more Romiſhi ſtill than her; 
And whoe ' er made his gentle virtues err. 

On the next u Prilice,/expell'd his native land,. 
Ia vain: Aſflictiom laid cher Ton hand 35 bod bt, .. 
Fortune, or fair or-frowitiing; on his aul!!! 
Could ftampi no ,t und no vice controul 5 is 
Honour, or morals; gratityde or trun 1 3 
Nor learn'dthis pipen'drage;. nor knew his youth ; 
The care „eee «5x 
Plund'rer of Britaiizipgnkonefiof France; A + 
Free to buſtoons;otd mira dend 5 rrp! - TE 
He liv'd an atheiſt, andck Higot dy dq. 

The reins of Harpwez-oraxefign'd or ſtole,” = 
Are truſted next to Ia weak controul ; 
Him, meditating:to-fubvert the law, tobe. r 
His Hero * — — gie 
Roſe to chaſtiſe >#aunkappyealt} hoe er 
Foſlerity the gallaqt aſtiam ea e D * nol e 


t Archbiſhop Laud. 89 
2 Charles II. N 
» William III. moo Yo awuy 1 
* Infelix utcumque ferent ea falta minores! ? © Vine. 
3% 5. Thus 


Fw 1 
Thus have I d of Kings and Priefts to fog, 
And all the ills that from their vices ſpring ; 
While victor Grone thunders o'er either Spaia, 
Reyenges Brftain/and-: aſſerts the Main; 
To ? willing Indians deals our equal laws, 
And from his*Country*s voice affects applauſe ; 14 5% 
2 What time fair Florence on her peaceful ſhore, 
Free from the din of war and battle's roar, 
Has lap'd me trifler ia inglorious eaſe, 2 * 
Modelling precepts that may ſerve . 4 
Yours is the taſk—and glorious, is the pla, 
To build the "ys the Senkble, Gr Man. »S Lek 
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* Ulo Virgilium me tempore doleis alebit. t 
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Bipondin dg, en no e er 
; Of Beau ofthe dap e, ae! 
Of Goddeſſes ud d in Greece; - 5 
And Zr vary compoſitibu: piece, och 94446 
Where every nymph that could at — | 
Some ſingle grace or feature W X 
F S Cope eons: :: _ 
Io perfect the ideal form. 7 
was Cynuriia! s "brow, Tee" Pessteve ei 
| *Twas CLoe's cheeks? vermilion dye; 
| Roxana lent the noble air, 
| Diſhevell'd flow'd As» a514's hair, 
And Cur is much too foudly preſs d 
His mimic mother Twas "breaſt, 
Antiquity, how poor thy fſe! | 
A fingle Venus to produce 
Friend Eckardt, ancient ſtory quit, 
Nor mind whatever Pliny writ ; 
Felibien and Freſnoy declaim, - | 
Who talk of Raphael's matchleſs fame, T 
7 


by 
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Of Titian's tints,, Corregio's, gm t. 

And Carlo's s each Madonna face, ind ba 

As if no Beauties now were made, "a. as Hand 

But Nature had forgot her trade. 11 

"Twas Beauty guided Raphael's line i 

From heavenly Women, ityPd divine: 

They warm'd old Titian 's fancy too,, 

And what he could not taſte he drew. 

Think you Devotion warm'd his breaſt, | 

When Carlo with ſuch looks expreſfs'd 

His virgins, that her vot'ries feel | 

Emotions—not, I'm ſure, of zeal ? 

In Britain's iſle obſerve the Fair, 

And curious chooſe your models there 3 

Such patterns as ſhall raiſe your name . 

To rival ſweet Corregio's fame: 

Each fingle piece ſhall be a teſt, 

And Zeuxis' patchwork be a jeſt ; 1d 30.0 

Who ranſack'd Greece, and cull'd the age | 

To bring one Goddeſs on the ſtage: , 

On your each canvaſs we'll admire  _ + 

The charms of the whole beav'nly choir. 

Majeſtic Juno ſhall be ſeen t 

In * Hazxver's glorious aweful mien. | 

Where FrrzroY moves, reſplendent Pair 1 . 

So warm her bloom, fublime her air ;: 
* Mifs Harvey, afrerwards Mrs. Phipps ; he LU 


1753. 
Lady Caroline 2 fince counteſs of Harrington, 
Her 


1 


Her ebon treſſa fügt d t Fate: 
And heighten while they ſhade oY 40 bnd 
Such troops of martial youth around, a 94 3,44 


Who court the hand that gives the wound; 1 8 
Tis Pallas, Pallas tand confe d)! 
Though Srannorz's more than Furt 
So-4 CLEVILIAND thown Name pride, f 
By Lely's pencil deify' d: P02 o 18Tw haR 
So © GAT r matchleſs dame, commands 1 
The faireſt work of Kneller's hands: 14 
The blood that warm'd each amorous court, 
In veins as rich ſtill loves to ſport: © 0s 
And George's age beholds reſtor d. 
What Willlam boaſted, Charles ador d. 21182 0b 

For Venuſes the Trojan r dot 
Was half ſo puzzled to declare : — | 
Ten Queens of Beauty, ſure I ſee! 

Yet ſure the true is Eule: *. 
Such majeſty of youth and air, 38 
Yet modeſt as the village fair : 
Attrafting all, indulging none, 
Her beauty like the ane Sun 


© Lord Peterſham, afterwards earl of Harrington 

The Ducheſs of Cleveland like Pallas, among the beauties at Wikidſer, 
© The Ducheſs of Grafton, among the beauties of Hampton Court, 

f Lady Emily Lenox, Ducheſs of Leinſter; 


al - 
1 . 5 
> PTPhron'd 


rr 

Thron'd emĩnentiy bright above: 
Impartial warms the world to love. 
In ſmiling s Carat's beauteous look 
Rich Autumn's Goddefsis'miſtook,” u 
With poppies and with ſpiky R 

Eckardt, her nut-brown curis ädorn ;; 
And by her ſide, in decent line, 3 
Place charming * Bans, far. 


Mild as a ſummer ſea, ſerene; © «ry. 982 <6 

In dimpled beauty 1 e va. =} 

i AYLESBURYT like hoary Neptune's/Queen, 
With her the light-difpenſing Fair, 

Whoſe beauty gilds the morning air, 


The new Aurora, *LYTTzETon?s - 
Such! Guido's/pencil' beautystip*dz © 
And in ethereabeolours dpd. 
In meaſur'd dance to tuneful ſong 

Drew the ſweet Goddeſs, as along 

Heaven's azure neath their Ache feet . 

The buxom n 1 


* 201 . * rern 


k » 


5 Lady Mary Capel, afterwards married to admiral Forbes, 

k Counteſs of Berkley, fince married to earl Nugent, 

i Counteſs of Ayleſbury, fince married to _ Seymour Con- 
way, eſq. 

* Mrs, Lyttleton, See vol. ii. p. 86. 

1 Guido's Aurora, in the Reſpigliori palace at Rome, 
4 Vox. III. G 
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The creſcent on her bro diſplay d, 
In curls of lovelieſt brown inlaid, 
With every charm to rule the night, 
Like Dian, * SATT woos) the fight; 
The eaſy ſhape; the piercing eye, 
| The ſnowy boſoms purity, N 
4 The unaffected gentle phraſe , 
| Of native wit in all fhe ſays; _ 
| Eckardt, for theſe thy arts too faint - 
You may admire, but cannot paint. 
How Hebe ſmib'd, what bloom divine 
On the young Gaddeſs Tov'd to ſhine, 
From Can we gueſs, of ſee, 
All-beauteous e Mannxzzxs, beam from thee. 
How pretty Flora, wanton mad. 
By Zephyr woo'd' in noon- tide ſhade, 
With roſy hand coquetly throwing . 
Panſies, beneath her ſweet touch blowing; 
How blithe ſhe look'd let 0 Fawwy tell; 
Let Zephyr own if half ſo well. 
Another 4 Goddefs. of the year, 
Fair Queen of — ſee, appear; 


8983 
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1 Counteſs of Strafford. | 
nun Miſe Carpenter, fince counteſs of Egremont, now 7 married to Count 
Bruhl. 
„ Miſs Manners, pP Miſs Fanny Maecartney, fince Mrs, Greville. 


4 Pomona, 


Her 


1 9 J. 


Her auburn locks with fruitage crown' d, 
Her panting boſom looſely bound, 
Ethereal beauty in her face, 
| Rather the beauties of her race, 
Whence every Goddeſs, envy ſmit, Tk 
| Muſt own each Stonehouſe meets in Pitt, 
Exhauſted all the heav'nly train, 
How many Mortals yet remain, 
Whoſe eyes ſhall try your pencil's art, 
And in my numbers claim a part! 
Our ſiſter Muſes muſt deſcribe 
5 CyvpLercn, or name her of the tribe; 
And * Jut1iana with the Nine 
Shall aid the melancholy line, 
To weep her dear * Reſemblance gone, 
Where all theſe beauties met in One, 
Sad fate of beauty ! more I ſee, | 
Aflicted, lovely family! _ | 
Two beauteous Nymphs, here, Painter, place, 
Lamenting o'er their * ſiſter Grace; 
* One, matron-like, with ſober grief, 
Scarce gives her pious ſighs relief ; 


r Miſs Atkins, now Mrs. Pitt. 1 
» Miſs Chydleigh, now counteſs of Briſtol, 
t L. Juliana Farmor, fince lady Juliana Penn. 
„ L. Sophia Farmor, counteſs of Granville. She died in 1945+ 
v Miſs Mary Evelyn, * Mrs, Boone. 
G 2 While 
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While v t other lovely Maid appears © 

In all the melting pow'r of tears; a5 
The ſofteſt form, the gentleſt grace, 

The ſweeteſt harmony of face 4 
Her ſnowy limbs, and artleſs move 
Contending with the Queen of Live; * 
Whilſt baſhful Beauty ſhuns the — | 
Which 1 . yield to — eyes. 


eee ren 0e 
EPILOGUE to TAMERLANE. 


On the Suppreſfion of the REBELLION, | 


Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard, in the Character of the Comic 
Muss, Nov. + 1746. 


By the Same. 


RITONS, once more in annual joy we meet, 
This genial night in Freedom's fav'rite ſeat : - 
And o'er the two great empires ſtill I reign 
Of Covent-Garden, and of Drury-Lane. 


Y Mrs, Elizabeth Evelyn, ſince Mrs, Bathurſt, 
2 The two great empires of the world I know, | 
This of Peru, and that of Metico, Indian Emperor, ' 


/ 
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But ah; what clouds o'er all our realms ee 1 
Our ruin artleſs prodigies portended. 
Chains, real chains, our Heroes had in view, 
And ſcenes of mimic dungeons chang'd to true. 
An equal fate the Stage and Britain dreaded, 
Had Rome's young miſſionary Spark ſucceeded. 
But Laws and Liberyes are trifling treaſures: 
He threaten'd that graye property, your Pleaſures, 
For me, an idle Muſe, I ne'er diſſembled 
My fears; but ey'n my tragic filter trembled ; 
O'er all her ſons ſhe caſt her mournful eyes, 
And heav'd her breaſt more than dramatic fighs ; 
To eyes well-tutor'd in the trade of grief, 
She rais'd a ſmall and weil-lac'd handkerchief ; 
And then with decent pauſe—and accent broke, 
Her buſkin'd progeny the Dame beſpoke © 
„Ah ! Sons, our dawn is over-calt, and all 
« Theatric glories nodding to their fall; 
«« From foreign realms a bloody Chief is come, 
« Big with the work of Slav ry and of Rome. 
« A general ruin on his ſword he wears, 
% Fatal alike to Audience and to Play“ rs. 
*« For ah ! my Sons, what freedom for the Stage, 
When Bigotry with Senſe ſhall, battle wage? 
d The dawn is over-caft, the morning lours, | 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day, | 
The great, th" important day, big with the fate | 
Of Cato and of Rome. | Caro. 


Gz « When 


— 
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«© My Anna Bullen, and the Spaniſh Fryar. 


 Anniyttfaries of King William's birth and AG. 


— — ————ñ— — — 
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«© When monkiſh Laureats only wear the bays, 

«© Inquiſitors Lord Chatnberiaing of plays ? 

«« Plays ſhall be damn'd that *ſeape the Critic's rage, 
«« For Prieſts are ſtill worſe Tyrants to the Stage. 
Cato, receiv'd by audiences ſo gracious, | 
«© Shall find ten Oæſars in one St. Ignatius: 
And god. like Brutus here ſhall meet again 

«« His evil Genius in a Capuchin. 

% For hereſy the fay'rites of the pit 

«« Muſt burn, and excommunicated wit; 

«« And at one ſtake we ſnall behold expire 


«« Ev'n © Tamerlane, whoſe fainted name appears 
% Red-letter'd in the calendar of play'rs, 
«© Oft as theſe feſtal rites attend the morn 
«« Of Liberty reſtor'd and WILLIAM borth—— - 
1% But at That Name, what tranſports flood my eyes ? 
% What golden viſion's this I ſee ariſe ? 
«© What Youth is he with comelieft conqueſt croww'd, . 
4 His warlike brow with fall-blown laurels bound? 
„% What wreaths are theſe that ViQ'ry dares to join, 
<< And blend with trophies of my fay'rite Boyn ? 
«« Oh! if the Mufe can happy aught preſage 
* Of new deliv'ranee to the State and Stage; 


< Cibber prefide Lord Chancellor of Plays. br. Porx. 
4 Tamerlane is always acted on the th and gth of November, the 


8 . « If 


T9] 
re Tf not untaught the characters to ſpell 
« Of all who bravely fight or conquer well; 
«« © Thou ſhalt be WILLIAM -Hlike the Laſt deſign'd 
The tyrant's ſcourge, and bleſſing of mankind ; 
«« Born civil tumult and blind zeal to quell, 
4 That teaches happy ſubjects to rebel. 
«« Naſſau himſelf but half our vows ſhall ſhare, 
«© Divide our incenſe and divide our pray'r ; : 
« And oft as Tamerlane ſhall lend his fame | g 


/ 


*« To ſhadow his, thy rival Star ſhall claim 
« f Th* ambignous laurel and the double name.” 


© Tu Marcellus eris, 4 * vine. 
f Conditor Iliados cantabitur atque Maronis 
Altiſoni dubiam facientia carmina palmam, Joy, 
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The ENTHUSIAS wt 


LOVER of NATURE. 
l 


By the Rev. Dr. Joszrn WARTON- v 


. K 


Written in 1740. 
Rure vero barkarogue Letatur. MARTIAL. 
— Ut mihi devio 
Rupes, & vacuum remus . 
Mirari libet ! Hor acts 


E green-rob'd Dryads, oft” at duſky eve 

By wondering ſhepherds ſeen, to foreſts brown, 
To unfrequented meads,'gnd pathleſs wilds, 
Lead me from gardens deck'd, with art's vain pomps. 
Can gilt alcoves, can marble-mimic gods, 
Parterres embroider'd, obeliſks, and urns 
Of high relief; can the long, ſpreading lake, 
Or viſta leſſening to the fight ; can Stow, 
With all her Attic fanes, ſuch raptures raiſe, 
As the thruſh-haunted copſe, where lightly leaps 
The fearful fawn the ruſtling leaves along, 
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And the briſk ſquirrel ſports from bough to bough, 
While from an hollow oak, whoſe naked roots 
O'erhang a penſive rill, the buſy bees 
Hum drowſy lullabies ? The bards of old, 
Fair Nature's friends, ſought ſuch retreats, to charm 
Sweet Echo with their ſongs ; oft' too they met 
In ſummer evenings, near ſequeſter d bowers, 
Or mountain-nymph, or muſe, and eager learnt 
The moral ſtrains ſhe taught to mend mankind, 
As to a ſecret grot Ægeria ſtole | 
With patriot Numa, and in filent night 
Whiſper'd him ſacred laws, he liſt'ning fat. 
Rapt with her virtuous voice, old Tyber lean'd 
Attentive on his urn, and huſh'd his waves. 
Rich in her weeping country's ſpoils Verſailles 
May boaſt a thoufand fountains, that can caſt 
The tortur'd waters to the diſtant heav'ns; 
Yet let me chooſe ſome pine-topt precipice 
Abrupt and ſhaggy, whence a foamy ſtream, 
Like Anig, tumbling roars; or ſome bleak heath, 
Where ſtraggling ſtands, the mournful juniper, | 
Or yew-tree ſcath'd ; while in clear proſpe& round, 
From the grove's boſom ſpires emerge, and ſmoak | 
In bluiſh wreaths aſcends, ripe harveſts. wave, 
Low, lonely cottages, and ruin'd tops | 
Of Gothic battlements appear, and ſtreams 
Beneath the ſun-beams twinkle. —The ſhrill lark, 
That wakes the wood-man to his early taſk, 
/ Or 
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Or love-ſick Philomel, whoſe luſcious lays 
Sooth lone night-wanderers, the moaning dove 
- Pitied by liſt'ning milk-maid, far excel a 24 
The deep-mouth viol, the ſoul-lulling lute, 
And battle- breathing trumpet. Artful ſounds ! 
That pleaſe not like the choriſters of air, | 
When firſt they hail th* approach of laughing May. 

Can Kent deſign like Nature? Mark where Thames 
Plenty and pleaſure pours through * Lincoln's meads ; 
Can the great artiſt, though with taſte ſapreme ” 
Endu'd, one beauty te this Eden add ? 
Though he, by rules unfetter'd, boldly ſcorns 
Formality and Method, round and ſquare 
Diſdaining, plans irregularly great. 

Creative Titian, can thy vivid ſtrokes, 

Or thine, O graceful Raphael, dare to vie 
With the rich tints that paint the breathing mead ? 
The thouſand-colour'd tulip, violet's bell 
Snow-clad and meek, the vermil-tinaur'd roſe, 
And golden crocus ?—Yet with theſe the . 
Phillis or Phœbe at a feaſt or wake, | 

Her jetty locks enamels ; fairer the, | 
In innocence and home · ſpun veſtments ebd. 
Than if ccernlean ſaphires at her ears 
Shone pendent, or a precious diamond-crofs 
Heav'd gently on her panting boſom white. 


2 The earl of Lincola's, now duke of Newcaſtle's terrace at Wey- 
rh You! 
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Yon? ſhepherd idly ſtreteh'd on the rude rock, 

Liſtening to daſhing waves, and 'ſea-mews' clang 

High-hovering o'er his head, who views beneath 

The dolphin daneing o'er the level brine, 

Feels more true bliſs than the proud admiral, 

Amid his veſſels bright with burniſh'd gold 

And filken ſtreamers, though his lordly nod 

Ten thouſand war-worn mariners revere. 

And great Zneas ® gaz'd with more delight 

On the rough mountain ſhagg'd with horrid ſhades, 

(Where cloud-compelling Jove, as fancy dream'd, 

Deſcending ſhook his direful Egis black) 

Than if he enter'd the high Capitol 

On golden columns rear'd, a copquer'd world 

Exhaufted, to enrich its ſtately head. — 

More pleas'd he flept in poor Evander's cott 

On ſhaggy ſkins, lull'd by ſweet nightingales, 

Than if a Nero, in an age refin'd, 

Beneath a gorgeous canopy had plac'd 

His royal gueſt, and bade his minſtrels found 

Soft ſlumb'rous Lydian airs, to ſooth his reſt. 
Happy the firſt of men, ere yet confin'd ' 

To fmoaky cities; who in ſheltering groves, 

Warm caves, and deep-ſunk vallies liv'd and lov'd, 

By cares unwounded; What the ſan and ſhowers, 
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And genial earth untillag?d could produce, 
They gather'd grateful, or the acorn brown, 
Or bluſhing berry 5 by the liquid lapſe 1 of 


Of murm'ring waters call'd to ſlake their thirſt, 
Or with fair nymphs their ſun-brown limbs to bathe ; 


With nymphs who fondly claſp'd their fav'rite youths, 


Unaw'd by ſhame, beneath the beechen ſhade, 

Nor wiles, nor artificial coyneſs knew. | 

Then doors and walls.were not ; the melting maid 
Nor frowns of parents fear'd, nor huſband's threats ; 
Nor had curs'd gold their tender hearts allur'd : 
Then beauty was not venal. Injur'd love, 

O whither, god of raptures, art thou fled ? 


While Avarice waves his golden wand around, 


Abhorr'd magician, and his coltly cup 

Prepares with baneful drugs, t'enchant the ſouls 

Of each low-thoughted fair to wed for gain. 
In earth's firſt infancy (as ſung the 4 bard, 

Who ſtrongly painted what he boldly thought) 

Though the fierce north oft” ſmote with iron whip 

Their ſhiv'ring limbs, though oft? the briſtly boar 


Or hungry hon *woke them with their howls, 


And ſcar'd them from their moſs-grown caves to rove 
Houſeleſs and cold in dark tempeſtuous nights ; 

Yet were not myriads 1 in embattel'd fields | 

Swept off at once, nor had the raging ſeas 
O'erwhelm'd the found'ring bark and ſhrieking crew; 
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In vain the glaffy Geean ſmil'd to tempt = 
The jolly ſailor unſuſpecting harm, 
For commerce ne'er had ſpread her ſwelling fails, 4 


The daſhing bar: then famine, want, and pine, | 
Sunk to the grave their fainting limbs ; but us, 
Diſeaſeful dainties, riot and exceſs, 

And feveriſh luxury deſtroy. In brakes, 

Or marſhes wild unknowingly they crop'd 

Herbs of malignant juice; to realms remote 
While we for powerful poiſons madly roam, 
From every noxious herb collecting death. 

What though unknown to thoſe primæval ſires 
The well-arch'd dome, peopled with breathing forms 
By fair Italia's ſkilful hand, unknown 

The ſhapely column, and the crumbling buſts 

Of aweful anceſtors in long deſcent ? 

Yet why ſhould man miſtaken deem it nobler 

To dwell in palaces, and high-rooPd halls, 

Than in God's foreſts, architect ſupreme l 

Say, is the Perſian carpet, than the field's 

Or meadow's mantle gay, more richly wov'n ; 

Or ſofter to the votaries of eaſe | 
Than bladed graſs, perfum'd with dew-dropt flow'rs ? 
O taſte corrupt ! that luxury and pomp, 

In ſpecious names of poliſh'd manners veil'd, 

Should proudly baniſh Nature's ſimple charms ! 
All-beauteous Nature ! by thy boundleſs charms 
Oppreſs'd, O where ſhall I begin thy praiſe, 
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Where turn th' ecſlatie eye, how eaſe my breaſt 
That pants with wild aſtoniſhment and love! 
Dark foreſts, and the op'ning lawn, refreſh'd _ 
With ever-guſhing brooks, hill, meadow, dale, 
'The balmy bean-field, the gay-clover'd cloſe, | 
So ſweetly interchang'd, the lowiog OX, 
The playful lamb, the diftant water- fall 
Now faintly heard, now ſwelling with the breeze; 
The ſound of paſtoral reed from hazel-bower, _ 
The choral birds, the neighing ſteed, that ſnuffs | 
His dappled mate, ſtung with intenſe deſire, 
The ripen'd orchard when the ruddy orbs | 
Betwixt the green leaves bluſh, the azure ſkies, | 
The chearſul ſun that through earth's vitals pours 
Delight and health and heat; all, all conſpire, 
To raiſe, to ſooth, to. harmonize the mind, 
To lift on wings of praiſe, to the great Sire 
Of being and of beauty, at whoſe nod 
Creation ſtarted from the gloomy vault 
Of dreary Chaos, while the grieſly king | 
Murmur'd to feel his borfterous power confin'd, 

What are the lays of artful Addiſon, ' 
Coldly correct, to Shakſpeare's warblings wild ? 
Whom on the winding Avon's willow'd banks 
Fair Fancy found, and bore the ſmiling babe 
To a cloſe cavern : (ſtill the ſhepherds ſhew 
The ſacred place, whence with religious awe 
They hear, returning from the field at eve, 
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strange whiſp'rings of ſweet muſic through the ait) 
Here, as with honey gather'd from the rock, * | 
She fed the little prattler, and with ſongs | 
Oft' ſooth'd; his wund ring ears, with deep angie 
On her ſoft lap he ſat, and caught the ſounds. 
Oft' near ſome crowded city: would I walk, 
Liſtening the far-off noiſes, rauling cars, 
Loud ſhouts'of joy, fad ſhricks of forrow, knells 
Full ſlowly tolling, inſtruments of trade, 
Striking mine ears with one deep-ſwelling hum, 
Or wand'ring near the ſea, attend the ſounds 
Of hollow winds, and ever-beating waves, 
Ev'n when wild tempeſts ſwallow up the plains, 
And Boreas? blaſts; big hail, and rains combine 
To ſhake the groves and mountains, would I fit, 
Penſively muſing on the outrageous crimes - 
That wake heaven's vengeance + at ſuch ſolemn hours, 
Dzmons and goblins through the dark air ſhriek, 
While Hecat, with, her black-brow'd filers nine, 
Rides o'er the earth, and ſcatters woes and death, 
Then too, they ſay, in drear Agyptian wilds 
The lion and the tiger prowl for prey 
With roarings loud! the liſt' ning traveller | 
Starts fear-ſtruck, while the hollow-echoing vaults 
Of pyramids inexeaſe the deathful ſounds. 
But let me never fail in cloudleſs nights, 
When ſilent Cynthia in her filver car / 
Through the blue concave ſlides, when ſhine the hills, 
' 5 Twinkle 
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Twinkle the ſtreams, and woods look tip'd with gold, 
To ſeek ſome level mead, and there invoke * 
| Old Midnight's fiſter Contemplation ſage, 

| (Queen df the rugged brow; and — eye) 

To lift my ſoul above this little earth, 

This folly-fetter'd world: to purge my ears, 

That I may hear the rolling planets“ ſong, 

And tunefal turning ſpheres: if this be barr'd, 
_ . The little Fayes that dance in neighbouring dales, 
Sipping the night-dew, while they laugh and love, | 
Shall charm me with atrial notes, — As thas | 
I wander muling, lo, what aweful forms 
Yonder appear! ſharp-ey'd Philoſophy - 
Clad in dun robes, an eagle on his wriſt; 
Firſt meets my eye : next, virgin Solitude 
Serene, who bluſhes at each gazer's fight ; 
Then Wiſdom's hoary head, with crutch in hand, 
Trembling, and bent with age; laſt Virtue's ſelf 
Smiling, in white array'd, who with her leads 
Sweet Innocence, that prattles by her ſide, | 
A naked boy !—Harraf'd with fear I top, = 
I gaze, when Virtue thus * Whoe'er thou art, 
« Mortal, by whom I deign to be beheld 
© In theſe my midnight-walks ; depart, and ſay 
That henceforth I and my immortal train 
© Forſake Britannia's iſle; who fondly ſftoops « 
© To Vice, her favourite paramour.'—She ſpoke, 
And as the turn'd, her round and rofy neck, 
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Her flowing train, and long ambroſial hair, 
Breathing rich odours, I enamour'd view. 

O who will bear me then to weſtern climes, 
(Since Virtue leavgs our wretched land) to * 
Yet unpolluted with Iberian ſwords + + 
The iſles of Innocence, from mortal view 
Deeply retir'd, beneath a plantane's ſhade, 
Where Happineſs and Quiet fit enthron'd, 
With ſimple Indian ſwains, that I may hunt 
The boar and tyger through Savannahs wild, 

Through fragrant deſarts, and through citron-groves. ? 
There fed on dates and herbs, yould I deſpiſe 

The far-fetch'd cates of Luxury, and hoards 

Of narrow-hearted Avarice ; nor heed 

The diſtant din of the tumultuous world. 

So when rude whirlwinds rouze the roaring main, 
Beneath fair Thetis fits, in coral caves, 

Serenely gay, nor ſinking ſailors? cries 

Diſturb her ſportive nymphs, who round her form 

The light fantaſtic dance, or for her hair 

Weave roſy crowns, or with according lutes 

Grace the ſoft warbles of her honied voice. 


Vote III. 


ODE to FANCY. 


\ Parent of each lovely Muſe, 
Thy ſpirit o'er my ſoul diffaſe, 
Oer all my artleſs ſongs preſide, 
My footſteps to thy temple guide, 
To offer at thy turf-built ſhrine, 
In golden cups no coſtly wine, 

No murder'd fatling of the flock, 
But flowers and honey from the rock. 

O Nymph with looſely-ftowing hair, 
With buſkin'd leg, and boſom bare, 
Thy waift with myrtle-girdle bound, 
Thy brows with Indian feathers erown'd, 
Waving in thy ſnowy hand 

An all-commanding magic wand, 

Of pow'r to bid freſh gardens blow, 
*Mid cheerleſs Lapland's barren-ſnow, 
Whoſe rapid wings thy flight convey 
Through air, and over earth and ſea, 
While the vaſt various landſcape lies 
Conſpicuous to thy piercing eyes. 
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O lover of the deſart, hail! 
Say, in what deep and pathleſa vale, 
Or on what hoary mountain's ſide, 
Mid fall of waters you reſide, | 
Mid broken rocks, a rugged ſcene, 
With green and graſſy dales between, 
Mid foreſts dark of aged oak, 
Ne'er echoing with the wood man's ſtroke, 
Where never human art appear'd, 
Nor ev'n one ſtraw-roof'd cott was rear'd, 
Where Narva ſeems to fit alone, 
Majeſtic on a craggy throne; 
Tell me the path, fweet wand' rer, tell, 
To thy unknown ſequeſter'd cell, | 
Where wood bines cluſter round the door, 
Where ſhells-and moſs o'erlay the floor, 
And on whoſe top an hawthorn blows, 
Amid whoſe thickly-woven boughs 
Some nightingale ſtill builds her neſt, 
Each evening warbling thee to reſt : 
There lay me by the haunted ſtream, 
Rapt in ſome wild, poetic dream, 
In converſe while methinks I rove 
With Syzxstx through a fairy grove z- 
Till ſuddenly, awoke, I hear 
Strange whiſper'd muſic in my ear, 
And my glad foul in bliſs is drown'd ' 

By the ſweetly»ſoothing ſouud ! 

| H 2 


r 


Me, Goddeſs, by the right-hand lead, 
Sometimes through the yellow mead, 
Where Joy and white-rob'd Pz ac reſort, 
And Venus keeps her feſtive court, 
Where M1izTH and YouTu each evening meet, 
And lightly trip with nimble feet, 
Nodding their lilly-crowned heads, 
Where LAVUORHTER roſe-lip'd HA leads; 
Where Echo walks ſteep hills among, 
Liſt'ning to the ſhepherd's ſong : 

. Yet not theſe flowery fields of joy 

Can long my penſive mind employ, 
Haſte, Fancy, from theſe ſcenes of folly, 
To meet the matron MELancaoLY, 
Goddeſs of the tearful eye, 

That loves to fold her arms and figh ! 
Let ps with filent footſteps go 

To charnels and the houſe of woe, 

To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs, 
Where each ſad night ſome virgin comes, 
With throbbing breaſt, and faded cheek, 
Her promis'd bridegroom's urn to ſeek ; 
Or to ſome abbey's mould'ring tow'rs, 
Where, to avoid cold wintry ſhow'rs, 
The naked beggar ſhivering lies, 
While whiſtling tempeſts round her riſe, 
And trembles leſt the tottering wall - 
Should on her ſleeping infants fall. 


Now 


* 


( 7 ] 


Now let us louder firike the lyre, 
martial fire, 


For my heart glows with 


I feel; I feel, with ſudden heat, 


Give me another horſe, I 


Lo! the baſe GaLLic ſquadrons fly; 
Whence is this rage : What ſpirit, ſay, 


My big tumultuous boſom beat; 
The trumpet's clangors pierce my ear, 
A thouſand widows! ſhrieks I hear, 


cry, 


To battle hurries me away ? 
"Tis Fancy, in her fiery car, 


Tranſports me to the thickeſt war, 
There whirls me o'er the hills of lain, 
Where Tumult and Deſtruction reign ; 
Where mad with pain, the wounded ſleed 
Tramples the dying and the dead; 
Where giant Terror ſtalks around, 
With ſullen joy ſurveys the ground, 
And pointing to.th' enſanguin'd field, 
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon«ſhield ! 
O guide me from this horrid ſcene 
To high-arch'd walks and alleys green, 
Which lovely Lavza ſecks, to ſhun 


The fervors of the mid-day ſun ; 


The pangs of abſence, O remove, 
For thou canſt place me near my love, 


Canſt fold in viſionary bliſs, 


And let me think I ſteal a 


kiſs, 
Hz 
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While her ruby lips diſpenſe - I's 
Luſcious neQar's quinteſſence 6 „ 407 7 
When young-ey'd SpRiNG dy is 
From her green lap the pink and zoſe,. | 
When the foft turtle of the dale 
To Summer tells her tender tale, 
When Auruux cooling caverus ſerk s, ö 
And ſtains with wine his jolly chaakss ß, 
When Wixvyrix, like poor pilgrim old, Vs 
Shakes his filver beard with cold, LURES 
At every ſeaſon let my ear u „ ei 
Thy ſolemn whifpers, Fancy, bear. 
O warm, enthuſiaſtie mad. 
Without thy powerful, vital ad, 
That breathes an energy divine, 
That gives a ſoul to every line, 
Ne'er may I ſtrive with lips yooſind > 
To utter an unhallow'd ſtrain, 
Nor dare to touch the ſacred ſtring, 
Save when with ſmiles thou bid'ſt me ſing, 
O hear our prayer, O hither come 
From thy lamented SHAKSPBARE's tomb, 
On which thou loo 'ſt to fit. at eve, | 
Muſing o'er thy darling's grave; 
O queen of numbers, once again - 
Animate ſome choſen ſwain, 
Who fill'd with unexhauſted fire, 
May boldly ſmite the ſounding Iyre, 
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Mlay riſe above the rhyming throng, 
Who with ſome new, unequall'd ſong, 
O'er all our liſt'ning paſſions reign, 
. OFerwhelm our ſouls with joy and pain; 
With terror ſhake, with pity move, 
| Rouſe with revenge, or melt with love. 
O deign t' attend his evening walk, 
With him in groves and grottoes talk: 
Teach him to ſcorn with frigid art 
Feebly to touch th* unraptur'd heart; 
Like lightning, let his mighty verſe 
The boſom's inmoſt foldings pierce ; 
With native beauties win applauſe, 
Beyond cold critics? ſtudied laws: 
O let each Muſe's fame increaſe, 
O bid BzaiTanx4a rival GAZ 
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STANZAS written on taking the Air after 
a long IIlneſs. 


By the Same, 


I 


IT. 


III. 


Yet once more, O ye rivers, ſhall I lie, 

In ſummer evenings on your willow'd banks, 
And unobſerv'd by paſſing ſhepherd's eye, 
View the light Naiads trip in wanton ranks, 


IV. 


AI L, genial ſun ! I feel thy powerful ray 
1 Strike vigorous health into each languid vein ; 
Lo, at thy bright approach, are fled away 
The pale-ey'd ſiſters, Grief, Diſeaſe, and Pain. 


O hills, O foreſts, and thou painted mead, 
Again admit me to your ſecret ſeats, 

From the dark bed of pining ſickneſs freed, 
With double joy I ſeek your green retreats, 


Each rural object charms, ſo long unſeen, 

The blooming orchards, the white wand'ring flocks, 
. The fields array'd in Gght-refreſhing green, | 

Ant with his looſen'd yoke the wearied ox. 


y. Here 
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Here let me ſtop beneath this ſpreading buſh, 
While Zephyr's voice I hear the boughs among, 
And liſtea to the ſweet thick-warbling thraſh, 
Much have I wiſh'd to hear her vernal ſong. 

| VI. | 

The Dryad Health frequents this hallow'd grove, 
O where may I the lovely virgin meet? | | 
From morn to dewy evening will I rove 
To find her haunts, and lay an ofPriog-at her feet, 
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The Two BEA VERS. A FABLE. 


By the Rev. Mr. Srrrurn Dock *. 


» Were well, my friend, for human kind,. 
Would every man his bus'neſs mind; 
In his own orbit always move, 
Nor blame, nor envy thoſe above. | 
aſe 2 A Beaver, 
stephen Duck was the ſon of parents, whoſe low ſituation in life af- 
forded them no means of giving him other than a very ſlight education. 
He was born about the year 1705, near Clarendon Park in Wiltthire, 
and in his early years was employed in the moſt laborious branches of 
huſbandry z from which, when he was obliged to derive his ſubſiſtence, 
be could obtain no more than four ſhillings and fix pence a week, He 
married when very young; but, though depreſſed by poverty, bis inclina- 
tion towards letters was too Rtrong to be extinguiſhed by the obſtacles 
which 
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A Beaver, well advanc'd in age, 
By long experience render'd ſage, 
Was fkill'd in all the uſeful arts, 
And juſtly deem'd a beaſt of parts; 
Which he apply d (as patriots ſhou'd) | 
In cultivating public good. 

This Beaver on a certain day, 

A friendly vifit went to pay 

To a young couſin, pert and vain, 
Who often rov'd about the plain: 


which fortune threw in his Way. By increaſing his labour, he furniſhed 
bimſelf with a few books, and devoted all his leiſure hours to the culti- 
vation of his mind. His intenſe application was crowned with ſucceſs. 
He acquired taſte for polite literature, and in a ſhort time began to write 
verſes, Theſe, by being talked of in his neighbourhood, came at length 
to the knowledge of the earl of Macclesfield, who introduced him to the 
queen, under whoſe protection he was immediately taken. His munif- 
cent patronefs ſettled upon him an allowance of C. 30 a year, with 4 
ſmall houſe at Richmond, which was afterwards exchanged for the cuſ- 
tody of Merlin's cave, in Richmond gardens, He was, in 2733, made 
one of the yeomen of the guards; but by the advice of his friends, aban- 
doned that line of life, and devoted himſelf to the church. In July, 
1746, he entered into prieſt's orders; Nov. 1750, was appointed chaplain 
of Ligonier's regiment of drageons; and in Avg, 1751, became preacher 
at Kew chapel: about December the ſame year, he was preſented to ihe 
living of Byfleet in Surry, which, as it gave him independence, ſeemed 
to promiſe him happineſs during the remainder of his life, This, bow- 
ever, was not its effect: he ſunk into a melanchely tate of mind ; and on 
the zoth March, 17 56, after having been to view the barn where he had 
formerly worked, he ſtopped at à bridge near Reading, on his return 
' home, and put an end to his life by throwing himſelf from it. 1 
| 3 | WI 


( 183: ] 

With every idle beaſt conferr'd, 
Hearing, and telling what he heard. 
The vagrant youth was gone from home, 
When th* aticient ſage approach'd his dome, 
Who each apartment view'd with care, 
But found each wanted much repair. 
The walls were crack'd, decay the doors, 
The corn lay mouldy on the floors ; | 
Through gaping crannies ruſh'd amain 
The bluſt'ring winds with ſnow and rain; ; 
The timber all was rotten grown. 
In ſhort, the houſe was tumbling down. 
The gen'rous beaſt, by pity fway'd, 
Griev'd to behold it thus decay d; 
And while he mourn'd the tatter*d- ſcene, 
The maſter of the lodge came in. 

The firſt congratulations o'er, 
They reſt recumbent on the floor; 
When thus the young conceited beaſt 
His thoughts impertinent expreſs'd., 

I long have been ſurpriz'd to find, 
The lion grown fo wond'rous kind 
To one peculiar ſort of beaſts, 
While he another ſort deteſts ; 
- His royal favour chiefly falls 
Upon the ſpecies of jack-alls; 
They ſhare the profits of his throne, - 
He ſmiles on them, and them alone, 
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Mean while the ferret's uſeful rare 
He ſcarce admits to ſee his face ; 
Traduc'd. by lies and ill report, 
They're baniſh'd from his regal court, 
And counted, over all the plain, 
Oppoſers of the lion's reign. 

Now ] conceiv'd a ſcheme laſt night, 
Would doubtleſs ſet this matter right : 
Theſe parties ſhould unite gather 3 
The lian partial be to neither, 

But let them both his favours ſhare, 
And both confult in peace and war. 
This method (were this method try'd) _ 
Would ſpread politic haſis wide, 

And on a bottom broad and ſtrong, 
Support the ſocial union long— 

But uncle, uncle, much I fear, 
Some have abus ' d the lion's ear; 

He liſtens to the leopard's tongue ; 
That curſed leopard leads him wrong: 
Were he but baniſh'd far away—, 

You don't attend to what [ ſay! 

Why really, couz, the ſage rejoin'd, 
The rain and ſnow, and driving wind, 
Beat through with ſuch prodigious force, 
It made me deaf to your diſcourſe. 

Now, couz, were my advice purſu'd, 
(Aud ſure I mean it for your good) | 
6 | Methinks 
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Methinks you ſhould this houſe repair; 
Be this your firſt and chiefeſt care, 
Your fkill the voice of prudence calls 
To ſtop theſe crannies in the walls, 
And prop the roof before it falls. 
If you this needful taſk perform, 
You'll make your manſion dry and warm; 
And we may then converſe together, | 
Secure from this tempeſtuous weather. 
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CONTENTMEA NAT. 
By the Same. 


Arewell aſpiring thoughts, no more 
My foul ſhall leave the peaceful ſhore, 
To ſail Ambition's main ; 
Fallacious as the harlot's kiſs, 
You promiſe me uncertain bliſs, 
And give me certain pain. / 


A beauteous proſpeR firſt. you ſhew, . 
Which ert ſurvey'd you paint anew, 
And paint it wond'rous pleaſant : 
This in a third is quickly loſt : 
Thus future good we covet moſt, 
But ne'er enjoy the preſent. 


6 
Deluded on from ſcene to ſcene, aid = 
We never end, but ſtill beginn, 4 
By flatt'ring Hope betray'd ; 
I'm weary of the painful chace, 
Let others run this endleſs race 
To catch a flying ſhade: 


Let others boaſt their uſelefs wealth 
Have I not honeſty and health? 
Which riches cannot give : 
Let others to preferment ſoar, 
And, changing liberty for pow'r, 
In golden ſhackles live. 
"Tis time, at length, I ſhould be wiſe, 
Tis time to ſeek ſubſtantial joys ; | 


Joys out of Fortune's pow'r: 
Wealth, honours, dignities, and fame, 
Are toys the blind capricious dame 

Takes from us every hour, 


Come, conſcious Virtue, fill my breaſt, 
And bring Content, thy daughter, dreſs'd 
In ever-ſmiling charms : | 
Let ſacred Friendſhip too attend ; - 
A friendſhip worthy of my friend, 
Such as my LaLrvs warms. 
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With thefe I'll in my boſom make 
A bulwark Fortune cannot ſhake, 

Though all her ſtorms ariſe ; 
Look down and pity gilded ſlaves, 
Deſpiſe Ambition's giddy knaves, 

And wiſh the Fools were wile. 


The EDUCATION of ACHILLES. 
By Mr. BEDINGFIELD*, 


I. 


H me! is all aur pleaſure mix'd with woe F 
Is there on earth no happineſs ſincere? 

Muſt e' en this bitter ſtream of ſorrow flow 

From joy's domeſtic ſpring, our children dear r 
How oft did Thetis drop the filver tear, 

When with fond eyes ſhe view'd her darling boy 
How oft her breaſt heav'd with preſaging fear, | 
_ Left vice's fecret canker ſhould annoy ns 22 

Fair virtue's op*ning bud, and all her hopes deſtroy! 


Robert Bedingfield of Hertford Callege, Oxford, where he took the 
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F II. | 
At length, ſo Nereus had her rightly taught, 
That doubtful cares might eat her heart no more, 
Her imp in prattling infancy ſhe brought 
To the fam'd Centaur, on mount Pelion hoar, 
Hight Chiron, whom to Saturn Phyl'ra bore ; 
Chiron, whoſe wiſdom flouriſh'd *bove his peers, 
In every goodly thew, and virtuous lore, 
To principle his yet untainted years ; 
The ſeed that's early ſown, the faireſt harveſt bears, 
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Far in the covert of a buſhy wood, 
Where aged trees their ſtar-proof branches ſpread, 
A grott, with grey moſs ever dropping ſtood ; - 
Ne coſtly gems the ſparkling roof diſplay'd, 
Ne cryſtal ſquares the pavement rich inlaid, 
But o'er the pebbles, clear with glaſſy Mine, 
A limpid ftream in ſoothing murmurs ſtray d, 
And all around the flow? ring eglantine 
Its balmy tendrils ſpread in many a wanton twine. 


| IV. 
A lowly habitation, well 1 ween, 
Yet ſacred made by men of mickle fame, 
Who there in precepts wiſe had lefſon'd been; 
Chaſte Peleus, conſort of the ſea-born dame, 
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Sage Æſculape, who could the vital flame 
(Bleſt leach !) relumine by his healing ſkill ; 
And Jaſon, who, his father's crown to claim, 
Deſcended dreadful from the craggy hill, 
And with his portance ſtern did falſe uſurper thrill, 


V. 

Faſt by the cave a damſel was ypight, 

Afraid from earth ber bluſhing looks to rear, 
Leſt aught indecent ſhould offend her fight, 

Leſt aught indecent ſhould offend ker ear; 
Yet would ſhe ſometimes deign at ſober chear 

Softly to ſmile, bat ever held it ſhame 
The mirth of foul-mouth'd ribaldry to bear, 

A cautious nymph, and MopzsTy her name. 
Ah I who but churliſh carle would hurt fo pure a dame? 


| VI. 
With her ſate TxmyzRANCE, companion meet, 
Plucking from tree-en bough her ſimple food, 
And pointing to an urn beſide her feet, | 
Fill'd with the cryſtal of the wholeſome flood : 
With her was ſeen, of grave and aweful mood, 
Hoary FipeLiTY, a matron ſtaid ; 
And ſweet Benzvolzncs, who ſmiling ſtood, 
Whilſt at her breaſt two fondling infants play'd, 
And turtles, billing ſoft, coo'd through the echoing glade. 
Vor, III. EY I VII. On 
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On ether fide, of bold and open air, 
Was a fair perſonage hight Exgxclsz; an 
Reclin'd he ſeem'd upon his rough boar-ſpear, 
, As late ſurceas'd from hardy epterprize ; 
(For Sloth inglorious did he aye deſpiſe) 
Freſh glow'd his cheek with health's yermilion dye, 
On his fleek brow the ſwelling ſweat-drops rife, , 
And oft around he darts his glowing eye 
To view his well breath d hounds, full Jolly e. 


| VI. | 

Not far away v was ſage ExpzRIENCE plac” hh 3 
With care-knit brow, fix'd looks, and ſober plight, 

Who weighing well the preſent with the paſt, 

| Of every accident could read aright. 

With him was rev'rend ConTemPLaTion pight, 
Bow-bent with eld, his beard of (nowy hue, 

Yet age's hand mote not empare the ght. 
Still with ſharp ken the eagle he'd purſue, - 

As through the buxom air to heav'n's WOE rs ſhe flew. 
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Here the fond parent left her darling care, 
Yet foftly breath'd a gh as ſhe withdrew ; 

Hete the young hero, ey'n from tender. year, 
2 imbib'd Inftrudtion' s hony d dew, 
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(For well to fle his tongue, ſage Chiron knew) 
And learnt to diſcipline his life aright; 
To pay to pow'rs ſupreme a reverence due, r 
Chief to Saturnian Jove, whoſe dreaded might 
Wings through diſparted clouds the bik ring bebe 3 
| | Light, 
X. 
Aye was the ripling wont, ere mrniag "PR 
Had rear'd o'er eaſtern. waves her roſy tede, 
To graſp with tender hand the pointed ſpear, 
And beat the thicket where the boar's fell breed 
Enſhrouded lay, or lion's- tawny ſeed. 
Oft would great Dian, with her woody train, 
Stop in mid chace to wonder at his fpeed, —* 
Whilſt up the hill's rough fide ſhe ſaw him ſtrain, 
Or ſweep with winged feet along the level plain. 


XI. | 
And when dun ſhades had blent the day's bright eye, 
Upon his ſhoulders, with flow ſtagg'ring pace, 
He brought the prey his hand had done to die, 
Whilſt blood with duſt beſprent did foul diſgrace 
The goodly features of his glowing face. 
When as the ſage beheld on graſſy ſoil 
Each panting corſe, whilſt life did well apace, 
The panther of his ſpotted pride he'd ſpoil, 
To deck his laber ſon: fit meed of daring toil. 


12 XII. And 
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XII. 
And ever and anon the godlike fire, 

To temper ftern beheſts with pleaſaunce gay, 
Would touch (for well he could) the filver lyre ; 
So ſweetly raviſh'd each enchanting lay, 

That Pan, in ſcornful wiſe, would fling away 

His ruſtic pipe, and ev'n the ſacred train, 
Would leave their lov'd Parnafs' in trim array, 

And thought their own Apollo once again 

Charm'd his attentive * a ſimple r ſwain, 


XIII. | 
And ever and anon of worthies old, | a 
Whoſe praiſe Fame's trump chrough earth wide bound- 
had ſpread, | . 
To fire his mind to brave exploits, he told; 
Pirithous, known for proweſt hardy-head ; 
Theſeus, whoſe wrath the dire Procruftes fled ; 
And Hercules, whom trembling Lerna fear'd, 
When Hydra fell, in loathſome marſhes bred, 
In vain againſt the ſon of Jove uprear'd 
Head ſprouting under head, by thrillant faulchion ſhear d. 


| | XIV. 
The ſtern-brow' d boy in mute attention ſtood, 
To hear the ſage relate each great empriſe ; 
Then ſtrode along the cave in haughtier mood, 
_, _ Whilſt varying paſſions in his boſom riſe, 


And 
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And lightning-beams flaſh from his glowing eyes. 
Ev'n now he ſcorns the prey the deſarts yield, 
Ev'n now (as hope the future ſcene ſupplies) 
He ſhakes the terror of his heav'n-form'd ſhield, 
And braves th' indignant flood, and thunders o'er the field. 


- 
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An EPISTLE from S. J. Eſq; in the 
Country, to the Right Hon. the Lord 
LovELACE in Town. 


Written in the Year 1735. 


N days, my Lord, when mother Time, 
Though now grown old, was in her prime, 
; When Saruxx firſt began to rule, 
And Jovs was hardly come from ſchool, 
How happy was a country life! 
How free from wickedneſs and ftrife ! 
Then each man liv'd upon his farm, 
And thought and did no mortal harm ; 
On moſſy banks fair virgins ſlept, 
As harmleſs as the flocks they kept ; 
Then love was all they had to do, 
And nymphs were chaſte, and ſwaing were true. 
But now, whatever poets write, 
Tis ſure the caſe is alter'd quite, 
I 3 . Virtue 
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Virtue no more in rural plains, 

Or innocence, or peace remains; 

But vice is in the cottage found, 

| And country girls are oft unſound ; 
Fierce party-rage each village fires, 
With wars of juſtices and *ſquires : | 
Attorneys, for a barley-ſtraw, 

Whole ages hamper folks in law; 

And every neighbour's in a flame 

About their rates, or tythes, or game: 
Some quarrel for their hares and pigeons, 
And ſome for difPrence in religions : 
Some hold their parſon the beſt preacher, 
The tinker ſome a better teacher; 


Theſe, to the Church they fight for, ſtrangers, 


Have faith in nothing, but her dangers; z. 

While thoſe, a more believing people, 

Can ſwallow all things—but a ſteeple. 
But I; my Lord, who, as you know, 

Care little how theſe matters go, 

And equally deteſt the Rtrife 

And uſual joys of country life, : 

Have by good fortune little ſhare 

Of its diverſions, or its care; 

For ſeldom I with {quires unite, - 

Who hunt all day, and drink all night ; 

Nor reckon wonderful inviting, 


A quarter-ſeſſioris, or cock-fighting : 


But 
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But then no farm I occupy, 
With ſheep to rot and cows to die: 
Nor rage I much, or much deſpair, 
Though in my hedge I find a ſnare; 
Nor view I, with due admiration, 
All the high honours here in faſhion ; - 
The great commiſſions of the quorum, 
Terrors to all who come before em; 
Militia ſcarlet, edg'd with gold, 
Or the white ſtaff high-ſheriffs hold ; 
The repreſentativeꝰs careſſing, 
The judge's bow, the biſhop's bleſſing. 
Nor can I for my ſoul delight h 
In the dull feaſt of neighb'ring knight, 
Who, if you ſend three days before, 
In white gloves meets you at the door, . 
With ſuperfluity of breeding 
Firſt makes you fick, and then with feeding. 
Or if with ceremony cloy'd, 
You would next time ſuch plagues avoid, 
And viſit without previous notice, 
Joan, Joan, a coach !—T can't think who tis, 
My lady cries, who ſpies your coach, | 
Ere-you the avenue approach ; | 
Lord, how unlucky 1—waſhing-day ! 
And all the men are in the hay! 
Entrance to gain is ſomething hard, 
The dogs all bark, the gates are barr'd ; 

I 4 | 
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The yard's with lines of linen croſs d. | 
The hall-door's lock'd, the key is loſ : a 
Theſe difficulties all o'ercome, 
We reach at length the drawing-room, 
Then there's ſuch trampling over- head. 
Madam you'd ſwear was brought to-bed z 
Miſs in a hurry burks the lock, ; 
To get clean ſleeves to hide her ſmock ; 
The ſervants run, the pewter clatters, 
My lady dreſſes, calls, and chatters ; 
The cook-maid raves for want of butter, 
Pigs ſqueak, fowls ſcream, and green geeſe flutter, 
Now after three hours tedious waiting, 


On all our neighbours faults debating, 


And having nine times view'd the garden, 
In which therg's nothing worth a farthing, 
In comes my lady, and the pudden: 

You will excuſe, fir,—on a ſudden 
Then, that we may have four and four, 1 
The bacon, fowls, and colly-flow'r 

Their ancient unity divide, 

The top one graces, one each ſide; 

And by and by the ſecond courſe 

Comes lagging like a diſtanc'd horſe; 


A ſalver then to church and king, 


The butler ſweats, the glaſſes ring; 
The cloth remov'd, the toaſts go round, 
Bawdy and politics abound ; i | 

| | And 
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And as the knight more tipſy waxes, 
We damn all miniſters and taxes. 
At laſt the ruddy ſun quite ſunk, 
The coachman tolerably drunk, 
Whirling o'er hillocs, ruts, and tones, 
Enough to diſlocate one's bones, 
We home return, a wond'rous token 
Of heaven's kind care, with limbs unbrokea. 
AMi& us not, ye Gods, though ſinners, 
With many days like this, or dinners ! 

But if civilities thus teaze me, 
Nor buſineſs, nor diverfions pleaſe me, 
You'll aſk, my Lord, how time I ſpend ? 
I anſwer, with a book, or friend : 
The circulating hours dividing 
'Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding: 
But books are ſtill my higheſt joy, 
Theſe earlieſt pleaſe, and lateſt eloy. 
Sometimes o'er diſtant climes I ſtray, 
By guides experienc'd taught the way ; 
The wonders of each region view, 
From frozen LayrLand to Pzrw ; 
Bound o'er rough ſeas, and mountains bare, 
Yet ne'er forſake my elbow chair. 
Sometimes ſome fam'd hiftorian's pen 
Recalls paſt ages back agen, 
Where all I ſee, through every page, 
Is but how men with ſenſeleſs rage 
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Each other cob, deſtroy, and burn, 
To ſerve a prieſt's, or ſtateſman's turn 
Though loaded, with a diff rent aim, 
Yet always aſſes much the ſame. 
Sometimes I view with much deligbt, 
Divines their holy game-cocks fight z 
Here faith and works at variance ſet, 
Strive hard who ſhall the Os 
Preſbytery and epiſcopacy _ 
There fight ſo long, it would amaze ye $ 
Here free-will holds a fierce diſpute 
With reprobation abſolute ; 
There ſenſe kicks tran ſubſtantiation, 
And reaſon pecks at revelation. 
With learned NRwWwTow now I fly 
O'er all the rolling orbs on high, 
Viſit new worlds, and for a minute 
This old one ſcorn, and all that's in it: 
And now with labouring Bor I trace 
Nature through every winding maze, 
The latent qualities admire | 
Ot yapours, water, air and fire: 

With pleafing admiration ſee 
Matter's ſurpriſing ſubtlety ; 
As how the fmallett lamp diſplays, 
For miles around, its ſcatter d rays; 
Or how (the caſe ſtill more t' explain) 
A fart that weighs not half a grain, 
See Boyle's Experimentse 
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The atmoſphere will oft perfume 

Of a whole ſpacious drawing-room, 
Sometimes I paſs a whole Iong day 

In happy indolence away, 

In fondly meditating o'er 

Paſt pleaſures, and in hoping more: 

Or wander through the fields and woods, 

And gardens bath'd in circling floods, 

There blooming flow'rs with rapture view, 

And ſparkling gems of morning dew, 

Whence in my mind ideas riſe 

Of CzL14's cheeks, and Caroz's eyes. 
'Tis thus, my lord, I, free from ſtrife, 

Spend an inglorious country life; 

Theſe are the joys I ſtill purſue, 

When abſent from the town and you ; 

Thus paſs long ſummer funs away, 

Buſily idle, calmly gay; 

Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor, 

Nor having much, or wiſhing more 

Except that you, when weary grown 

Of all the follies of the town, 

And ſeeing, in all public places, 

The ſame vain fops and painted faces, 

Would ſometimes kindly condeſcend 

To viſit a dull country friend : 

Here you'll be ever ſure to meet 

A hearty welcome, though no treat, 4% 
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One who has nothing elſe to do, 
But to divert himſelf and you : 
- A houſe, where quiet guards the door, 
No rural wits ſmoak, drink and roar ; 
Choice books, ſafe horſes, wholſome liquor, 
Clean girls, backgammon, and the vicar. 


EXERERERERERENEREXINESY 


To a LADY in Town, ſoon after her 
leaving the Country. 


By the Same, 


Hilſt you, dear maid, o'er thouſands born to reign, 
For the gay town exchange the rural plain, 
The cooling breeze and evening walk forſake 
For ſtifling crowds, which your own beauties make; 
Through circling joys while you inceſſant ſtray, 
Charm in the Mall, and ſparkle at the play ; 
Think (if ſucceſſive yanities can ſpare 
One thought to love) what cruel pangs I bear, 
Left in theſe plains all wretched, and alone, 
To weep with fountains, and with echoes groan, 
And mourn inceſſantly that fatal day, 
That all my bliſs with CRHTLOx ſnatch'd away. 
Say, by what arts I can relieve my pain, | 
Muſic, verſe, all I try, but try in vain ; 
In vain the breathing flute my hand employs, 


Late the companion of my CaxLoz's voice. 
Nor 
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Nor Hax Drr's, nor Corel i's tuneful airs 
Cas harmonize my ſoul, or ſooth my cares; 
Thoſe once-lov'd med*cines unſucceſsful prove, 
Muſic, alas, is but the voice of love! 
In vain I oft harmonious lines peruſe, 
And ſeek for aid from Porz's and Pxror's Muſe ; 
Their treach'rous numbers but aſſiſt the foe, ; 
And call forth ſcenes of ſympathiſing woe; 
Here HzsLo1st mourns her abſent lover's charms, 
There panting 'Emma fighs in HENRT's arms; 
Their loves like mine ill- fated I bemoan, 
And in their tender ſorrows read my own. 

Reſtleſs ſometimes, as oft the mournful dove 
Forſakes her neſt forſaken by her love, | 
I fly from home, and ſeek the ſacred felds, 
Where CAu's old grn its filver current yields, 
Where ſolemn tow'rs o'er-look each moſſy grove, 
As if to guard it from th' aſſaults of love; 
Yet guard in vain, for there my CrxLoe's eyes 
But lately made whole colleges her prize ; 
Her ſons, though few, not PaLLas could defend, 
Nor DutLnzss fuccour to her thouſands lend P 
Love like a fever with infectious rage 
Scorch'd up the young, and thaw'd the froſt of age; 
To gaze at her, ev'n Dons are ſeen to run, 
And leave unfiniſh'd pipes, and authors—ſcarce begun. 
* So HeLex look'd, and mov'd with ſuch a grace, 
When the grave ſeniors of the Trojan race 


* Vide Hom, II. B. iii. ver, 150. 
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Were forc'd thoſe fatal beauties.to admire, 
That all their youth conſum'd, and ſet their town on fire, 
At fam'd NewMARKET oft I ſpend the day, 
An unconcern'd ſpectator of the play; 
There pitileſs obſerve the ruin'd heir 
With anger fir d, or melting with deſpair: 
For how ſhould I his trivial loſs bemoan, 
Who feel one, ſo. much greater, of my own ? 
There while the golden heaps, a glorious prize, 
Wait the decifion of two rival dice, 
While long diſputes *twixt/ever and foe remain, 
| Ayd each, like parties, have their friends for gain, 
Without one wiſh I ſee the guineas ſhine, 
Fate, keep your gold, I cry, make CTO mine. 
| Now ſee, prepar'd their utmoſt ſpeed to try, 
| O'er the ſmooth turf the bounding racers fly ! 
Now more and more their ſlender limbs they ſtrain, 
And foaming ſtretch along the velyet plain! 
Ah ftay ! ſwift ſteeds, your rapid flight delay, 
No more the jockey's ſmarting laſh obey ! 
- But rather let my hand direct the rein, 
And guide your ſteps a nobler prize to gain; 
Then ſwift as eagles cut the yielding air, 
Bear me, oh bear me to the abſent fair. a 
Now when the winds are huſh'd, the air ſerene, 
And chearful ſun-beams gild the beauteous ſcene, 
| Penſive o'er all the neighb'ring fields I ftray, 

1 Where-e'er or choice, or chance . the * ; 
| 
| 
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Or view the p' ning lawns, or private woods, 
Or diſtant bluiſh hills, or ſilver floods: 
Now harmleſs birds, in ſilken nets inſnare, 
Now with ſwift dogs purſue the flying hare ; 
Dull ſports ! for oh my CnTox is not there! 
Fatigued at length | willibgly retire' 
To a ſmall ſtudy, and a chearful fire, 
There o'er ſome folio pore z I pore; tis true, 
But oh my thoughts are fled, and fled to you; 
hear you, ſee you, feaft upon your eyes, 
And claſp with eager arms the lovely prize. 
Here for a while I could forget my pain, 
Whilſt I by dear reflection live again; 
But ev'n theſe joys are too ſublime to laſt, 
And quickly fade, like all the real ones paſt : 
For juſt when now beneath ſome ſilent grove 
hear you talk—and talk perhaps of love, 
Or charm with thrilling notes the lining ear, 
Sweeter than angels ſing, or angels hear, | 
My treach'rous hand its weighty charge lets go, 
The book falls thund'ring on the floor below, 
The pleaſing viſion in a moment's gone, 
And I once more am wretched and alone. 
So when glad Ox Us from th' inſernal ſhade 
Had juſt recall'd his long-lamented maid, 
Soon as her charms had reach'd his eager eyes, 
Loſt in eternal night — again ſhe dies. 
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To the Right Hon. the Lady Maxenkkr 
Cavenpisa HARLEY *, preſented with 
a Collection of PogMs. 


By the Same, 


HE tuneful throng was ever beauty's care, 
And verſe a tribute ſacred to the fair. 
Hence | in each age the lovelieſt nymph has been, 
By undiſputed right, the Muſes? queen; 
Her ſmiles have all poetic boſoms fir'd, 
And patroniz d the verſe themſelves inſpir' d: 
Las IA preſided thus in Roman times, 
Thus SacchaxlssA reign'd o'er Britiſh rhymes, 
And preſent bards to MarxcareTTA bow, 
For, what they were of old, is HARLEY now. 
From Oxroa p's houſe, in theſe dull buſy days, 

Alone we hope for patronage, or praiſe; 
He to our lighted labours ſtill is kind, 
Beneath his roof w are ever ſure to find 
(Reward ſufficient for the world's negle&) 
Charms to inſpire, and goodneſs to protect; 


2 Only daughter and heir of Edward Earl of Oxford and Mortimer, 

by Lady Henrietta Cavendiſh, only daughter and heir of John Holles 

Duke of Newcaſtle, This lady is now Dutcheſs Dowager of Portland. 
9 Your 
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Your eyes with rapture animate our lays, 

Your fire's- kind hand uprears our drooping bays, 
Form'd for our glory and ſupport, ye ſeem, ' 

Our conſtant patron he, and you our theme, 

Where ſhould; poetic homage then be pay'd 7 7 
Where every verſe, but at your feet be lay d: i 
A double right you to this empire bear, 

As firſt in beauty, and as OxyorDd's heir. 

Illuſtrious maid ! in whoſe ole perſon join'd 


Every perfection of the fair we find, 


Charms that might warrant all her ſex's pride, 
Without one foible of her ſex to hide: 

Good-nature, artleſs as the bloom that dies 

Her cheeks, and wit as piercing as her eyes. 

Oh HARLEY ! could you but theſe lines approve, 
Theſe children ſprung from idleneſs, and love, 
Could they (but ah how vain is the deſign!) 
Hope to amuſe your hours, as once they've mine, 
TY ill-judging world's applauſe, and critic's blame 
Alike I'd ſcorn ; your approbation's fame. 


Vor. III. g 


CHLOE ts STREPHON. 


A o 0 N 0. 
„ eee 


T OO plain, dear youth, theſe tell ale ages. 
My heart your-own declare, | 

But for heav'n's ſake let it ſufice 

| You reign triumphant there: 


Forbear your utmoſt pow, 'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your ſway; ; 
Preſs not for what I muſt deny, | 
For fear I ſhould obey, 


Could all ybüt rt ficcefifel prove, 
Would you a maid undo, 
Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
And that her love for you ? 


Say, would you uſe that very pow'r 
You from her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal hour 


A life of ſpotleſs fame ? 
| Ah! 


19.1] 


Ah ! ceaſe, my dear, to do an i, 
Becauſe perhaps you may! y 
© But rather try your utmoſt ſkill ET 
To ſave me than betray : 


* Be you yourſelf my virtue's grand, 
.- Defend; and not purſue; 
Since *tis a taſk PU OY 
To fight with love and you. 
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To the Right hotiourable the Take of CHES- 
TERFIEED, on his being inſtalled Knight 
of the GarTzR * * 


1 the Same. 


H 1 8E ne pcm; of the lovely dame, 
Once the bright object of a monarch's flame, 
Who with ſach juſt propriety can wear, 5 oY 
As thou, the darling of che gay and fair? 

See every friend to wit, politeneſo, love, 

With one conſent thy ſovereign's choice. TREE 

And liv'd PLawTaGcexer her voice to join, 

Herſelf, and Gaz Ter, both were ſurely thine. 


2 He was inſtalled at Windſor, on the 18th of June 1730, at the ſame - 
time with the Duke of Comberlaud and the Earl of Burlington. 
K 2 
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To a LA D * . with a Preſent of Shells 
and Stones eee for a. GROTTo. 


-- * 


By mb 


| WITH gifts like theſe, the ſpoils of neighb'ring ſhores, 

The Indian ſwain his ſable love adores, 

Off'rings well ſuited to the duſky ſhrine 

Of his rude goddeſs, but unworthy mine: 

And yet they ſeem not ſuch a worthleſs prize, 

If nicely view'd by philoſophic eyes: 

And ſuch are yours, that nature” s works admire 

With warmth like that, which they themſelves inſpire, 
To ſuch how fair appears each grain of ſand, 

Or humbleſt weed, as wrought by nature's hand! 

How far ſuperior to all human pow'r 

Springs the green blade, or buds the painted flower! 

In all her births, though of the meaneſt kinds, 

A juſt obſerver entertainment finds, 

With fond delight her low productions ſees, 

And how ſhe gently riſes by degrees ; 

A ſhell, or ſtone he can with pleaſure view, 


Hence trace her nobleſt works, s heav'ns—and you. 
10 Behold 
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Behold how bright theſe gaudy trifles ſhine, 
The lovely ſportings of a hand divine 
See with what aft each curious ſhell is made, 
Here carv'd in fret-work, there with pearl inlaid ! 
What vivid ſtreaks th* enamel'd ſtones adorn, - 
Fair as the paintings of the purple morn ! 
Yet ſtill not half their charms can reach our eyes, 
While thus confus'd the ſparkling Chaos lies; 
Doubly they'll pleaſe, when in your Grotto plac'd, 
They plainly ſpeak the fair diſpoſer's taſte ; 
Then glories yet unſeen ſhall o'er them riſe, 
New order from your hand, new luſtre from your eyes. 

How ſweet, how charming, will appear this Grot, 
When by your art to full perfection brought! 
Here verdant plants, and blooming flow'rs will grow, 
There bubbling currents through the ſhell-work flow; 
Here coral mix'd with ſhells of various dies, | 
There poliſh'd ſtone will charm our wond'ring eyes; 
Delightful bow'r of bliſs l ſecure retreat! 
Fit for the Muſes, and STaT1z a's ſeat. 

But ſtill how good muſt be that fair-one's mind, 
Who thus in ſolitude a pau find ! 
The Muſe ber company -ſenſe her guide, 
Reſiſtleſs charms her pow'r, but not her pride; 
Who thus forſakes the town, the park, and play, 
In filent ſhades to paſs her hours away; 5 
Who better likes to breathe freſh country air, 
Than ride ippriſon'd in a velyet chair, | 

K 3 And 


1301 


And makes the 1 nightingale her choice, 
Before the thrills of FarineLL1's voice; 
Prefers her books, and conſcience void of ill, 
To concerts, balls, afſemblies, and. quadrille : 
Sweet bow'rs more pleas'd, than gilded chariots ſees, 
For groves the play-houſe quits, and beaus for trees. 
Bleſt is the man, whom heav'n ſhall grant one hour 
With ſuch a lovely nymph, in ſuch a lovely bow'r. 


— 28 


To a * Dv. in las to a LerTTER wrote 
in a very fine Hand. 


By the Same. 


W Hilſt well · wrote lines our wond'ring eyes command, 

The beauteous work of CHToz's artful hand, 
Throughout the finiſh'd piece we ſee diſplay'd 
Th exacteſt image of the lovely maid ; 
Such is her wit, and ſuch her form divine, 
This pure, as flows the ſtyle through every line, 
That, like each letter, exquiſitely fine, 

See with what art the ſable currents ſtain 
In wand?ring mazes all the milk-white plain 
Thus o'er the meadows wrap' d in filver fnow 
Unfrozen brooks in dark meanders flow; 
| | Thus 


{ ag 


Thus jetty curls in ſhining ripglets deck _ 

The ivory plain of lgvely Caioz's neck: 
See, like ſome virgin, whoſe, unmeaning charms | 
Receive new luſtre from a lover's arms, _ 
The yielding paper's pure, but vacant breaſt, 

By her fair hand and flowing pen impreſs d, 

At every touch mare animated grows, 


And with new life and new ideas glows 3 
Freſh beauties, from the kind defiler gains, 


And ſhines each moment brighter from its ſtains. - 
Let mighty Love no longer boaſt his darts, 
That ſtrike unerring, aim'd at mortal hearts 3 
CHxLoe, your quill can equal wonders do, 
Wound fall as ſure, and at a diſtance too: 
Arm'd with your feather'd weapons in your hands, 
From pole to pole you ſend your great commands ; 
To diſtant climes in vain the lover flies, 
Your pen o'ertakes him, if he ſcapes your eyes; 
So thoſe, who from the fword in battle run, 
But periſh victims to the diſtant gun. 
Beauty's a ſhort- liv'd blaze, a fading flow'r, 
But theſe are charms no ages can devour ; 
Theſe, far ſuperior to the brighteſt face, 
Triumph alike o'er time, as well as ſpace, 
When that fair form, which thouſands now adore, 
By years decay'd, ſhall tyrannize.no more, 
Theſe lovely lines ſhall future ages view, 
And eyes unborn like ours, he charm'd by you. 
t. 
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To copy Pa uro's ſtroke, or TITIAN's fire: 


1 1 
How oft do I admire with fond delight 
The curious piece, and wiſh like you to write! 
Alas, vain hope! that might as well aſpire 


Ev'n now your ſplendid lines before me lie, 
And I in vain to imitate them try; 

Believe me, fair, I'm practiſing this art, 

To ſteal your hand, in hopes to ſteal ay heart, 
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The ART of DANCING. X Porn. 


Inſcribed tb the Right Hon. the Lady Fax xY FIT DIx C“. 
Written in the Year 1730. By the Same. 


Inceſſu patuit Dea. VI o. 
| CANTO I. 
N the ſmooth dance to move with graceful mien, 

Eaſy with care, and ſprightly though ſerene, 
To mark th' inſtructions echoing ftrains convey, 
And with juſt ſteps each tuneful note obey, 
I teach ; be preſent, all ye ſacred Choir, 
Blow the ſoft flute, and ſtrike the ſounding lyre ; 
When FieL pig bids, your kind aſſiſtance bring, 
And at her feet the lowly tribute fling ; 


* Daughter of Baßl, fourth Earl ef "Denbigh, She married Daniel 


Earl of Winchelſea, and died September 27, 1734. 
| Oh 
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On may her eyes (to her this verſe is due) 

What firſt themſelves inſpir d, vouchſafe to view ! 
Hail loftieſt art !-thog eanſt all hearts inſnare, 

And make the faireſt till appear more fair, 

Beauty can little execution (oo. 

Unleſs ſhe borrows half her arms from you! 

Few, like PYCMaLron, doat on lifeleſs charms, 

Or care to claſp a ſtatue in their arms; 

But breaſts of flint muſt melt with fierce defire, 

When art and motion wake the fleeping fire; 

A Venus, drawn by great Apelles' hand, 

May for a while our wond'ring eyes command, 

But ſtill, though form'd with all the pow'rs of art, 

The lifeleſs piece can never warm the heart; 

So fair a nymph, perhaps, may pleaſe the eye, 

Whilſt all her beauteous limbs unactive lie, 

But when her charms are in the dance diſplay'd, 

Then every heart adores the lovely maid : | 

This ſets her · beauty in the faireſt light, | 

And ſhews each grace in full perfection bright; 

Then, as ſhe turns around, from every part, 

Like porcupines ſhe ſends a piercing dart; 

In vain, alas ! the fond ſpectator tries 

To ſhun the pleaſing dangers of her eyes, 

For, Parthian-like, ſhe wounds as ſure behind, 

With flowing curls, and ivory neck reclin'd. : 

Whether her ſteps the Minuet's mazes trace, 

Or the flow Louvre's more majeſtic pace, 


Whether 
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Whether the Rigadoon employs; her care, 
Or ſprightly Jigg diſplays the nimble fair, 
At every ſtep new. beauties we explore, 
And worſhip now, what we admir'd before: 
So when Zneas, in the Tyrian grove, 
Fair Venus met, the charming queen of Love... 
The beauteous goddeſs, whilſt unmov'd ſhe Rood, 
Seem'd ſome fair nymph, the guardian of the wood; 
But when ſhe mov'd, at once her heav'nly mien 
And graceful ſtep conſeſs d bright Beauty's queen, 
New glories o'er. her form each moment riſe, 
And all the Goddeſs opens to his eyes, | 

Now haſte, my Muſe, purſue thy deſtin'd way, 
What dreſſes beſt become the dancer, ſay ; 
The rules of dreſs forget not to impart. 
A leſſon previous to the dancing art. 

The ſoldier's ſcarlet glowing from afar, 
Shews that his bloody occupation's war ; 
Whilſt the lawn band, beneath a double chin, 
As plainly ſpeaks divinity within ; | 
The milk-maid ſafe through driving rains and ſnows, 
Wrapt in her cloak, and prop'd on pattens goes ; 
Whilſt the ſoft Belle, immur'd in velvet chair, 
Needs but the ſilken ſhoe, and truſts her boſom bare: 
The woolly drab, and Engliſh broad-cloth warm, 
Guard well the horſeman from the beating ftorm, 
But load the dancer with too great a weight, 


And call from every pore the dewy ſweat ; | 
; | Rather 
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Rather let him his active limbs diſplay 
In camblet thin, or gloſſy pad uaſoy. | 
Let no unwieldy pride his ſhoulders preſs ; 
But airy, light; and eaſy be his dreſs ; 
Thin be his yielding ſoal, and low his heel, 
So ſhall he nimbly bound, and ſafely wheel. 

But let not precepts known my verſe prolong, 
Precepts which uſe will better teach, than ſong z 
For why ſhould I, the gallant ſpark command, 
With clean white gloves to fit his ready hand ? 
Or in his fob enlivening ſpirits wear, 
And pungent falts to raiſe the fainting fair? 
Or hint, the ſword that dangles at his fide, 
Should from its filken bandage be unty'd ? 
Why ſhould my lays the youthful tribe adviſe, 
Leſt ſnowy clouds from out their wigs ariſe ; 
So ſhall their partners mourn their laces ſpoil'd, 
And ſhining filks with greaſy powder ſoil'd ? 
Nor need I, ſure, bid prudent youths beware, 
Leſt with ereted tongues their buckles ſtare, 
The pointed fteel ſhall oft” their ſtocking rend, 
And oft? th* approaching petticoat offend, 

And now, ye youthful fair, I ſing to you, 
With pleafing ſmiles my uſeful labours view: 
For you the filkworms fine-wrought webs diſplay, 
And lab'ring ſpin their little lives away; 
For you bright gems with radiant colours glow, 
Fair as the dies that paint the heav'nly bow 
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For you the ſea reſigns its pearly ſtore, | 
And earth unlocks her mines of — ore; 
In vain yet Nature thus her giſts beſtows, 
Unleſs yourſelves with art thoſe gifts diſpoſe. 

Yet think not, Nymphs, that in the glitt'ring ball, 
One form of dreſs preſcrib'd can ſuit with all; 
One brighteſt ſhines when wealth and art combine. 
To make the finiſh'd piece compleatly fine; * 
When leaſt adorn'd, another ſteals our hearts, 
And rich in native beauties, wants not art 
In ſome are ſuch reſiſtleſs graces found, 
That in all dreſſes they are ſure to wound 
Their perfect forms all foreign aids deſpiſe, . 
And gems but borrow luſtre from their eyes. 

Let the fair Nymph, in whoſe plump cheeks is ſeen 
A conſtant bluſh, be clad in chearful green; 
In ſuch a dreſs the ſportive ſea-nymphs go ; 
So in their graſſy bed freſh roſes blow: 
The laſs whoſe kin is like the hazel brown, 
With brighter yellow ſhould o'ercome her own ; 
While maids, grown pale with ſickneſs or deſpair, 
The ſable's mournful dye ſhould chooſe to wear; 
So the pale moon ſtill ſnines with pureſt light, 
Cloath'd in the duſky mantle of the night. | 

But far from you be all thoſe treach'rous arts, 
That wound with painted charms unwary hearts, | 
Dancing's a touchſlone that true beauty tries, 
Nor ſ offers charms that Nature's hand genies; 


Though 
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Though for a while we may with wonder vi- 
The roſy bluſh, and ſxin of lovely hue, 
Yet ſoon the dance will cauſe the cheeks to g.ow, 
And melt the waxen lips, and neck of ſnow, | 
So ſhine the fields in icy fetters bound, 
Whilſt frozen gems beſpangle all-the ground, 
Through the clear cryſtal of the glitt' ring ſnow, - | 
With ſcarlet dye the bluſhing hawthorns glow ; |. -- 
O'er all the plains unnumber'd glories riſe, '. + 
And a new bright creation charms our eyes: 
Till Zephyr breathes, then all at once decay 
The ſplendid ſcenes, their glories fade away, 
The fields reſign the beauties not their own, 
And all their ſnowy charms run trickling down. 
Dare I in ſuch momentous points adviſe, 
I ſhould condemn the hoop's enormous fize,' ö 
Of ills I ſpeak by long experience found, 
Oft' have I trod th' immeaſurable round, c 
And mourn'd my ſhins bruis'd black with many a wound. 
Nor ſhould the tighten'd ſtays, too ftraitly lac'd, 
In whale- bone bondage gall, the flender waiſt ; 
Nor waving lappets ſhould the dancing fair, 
Nor ruffles edg'd with dangling fringes wear ; 
Oft* will the cobweb ornaments catch hold 
On the approaching button rough with gold, 
Nor force, nor art can then the bonds divide, 
When once th' intangled Gordian knot is ty'd : 


„ern 
So the unhappy pair, by Hymen*s pow'r 
Together join'd in ſome ill-fated hour, 
The mare they firive their freedom to regain, 
The faſter binds th' indiffoluble chain, 


Let each fair maid, who fears to be e, | 


Ever be ſure to tye her garter faſt, 
Leſt the loos'd firing, amidſt the public ball, 


A wiſh'd-for prize to ſome proud fop ſhould fall, 


Who the rich treaſure ſhall triumphant ſhew, 


And with warm blaſhes cauſe her cheeks to glow. 


But yet, (as Fortune by the ſelf-ſame ways 
She humbles. many, ſome delights to raiſe) 
It happen'd once, a fair illuſtrious dame 
By ſuch neglect acquir'd immortal fame. 
And hence the radiant Star-atid Garter blue 
BAITANNIA“s nobles grace, if Fame ſays true: 


Hence ſtill, Pr Ax T AR, thy beauties bloom, 


Though long ſince moulder'd in the duſky tomb, — 


still thy loſt Garter is thy ſov'reign's care, 

And what each royal breaſt is proud to wear. 
But let me now my lovely charge remind, 

Leſt they forgetful leave their fans behind; 

Lay not, ye fair, the pretty toy * 

A toy at once diſplay'd, for uſe and pride, 

A wond”rous-engine, that by magic charms, 

Cools your own'breaft, and every other's warms. 

What daring bard ſhall &er attempt to tell 

The pow'rs, that in this little weapon dwell ? 


What 
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What verſe-can.e'er explain. its. various parts, 
Its numerous uſes, motions, charms and arts ? 
Its painted folds, that oft extended wide, 
Th' afflicted fair one's blubber'd-beauties hide, 
When ſecret ſorrows her ſad boſom fill, 
If STREPHON is unkind, or SHOCK ig ill; 
Its ſticks, on which her eyes dejeRted pore, 
And pointing fingers number o'er and oer, 1 
When the kind virgin burns with ſecret ſhame, et Fr 
Dies to canſent, yet fears to own: her flame; | 
Its ſhake triumphant, its victorious clap, 
Its angry flutter, and its wanton tap ? EW 
Forbear, my Muſe, th' extenſive theme to ſing, | 
Nor truſt in ſuch a flight thy tender wing; 
Rather do you in humble lines proclaim | 
From whence this engine took its form and name, 
Say from what cauſe it firſt deriv'd its birth, | 
How form'd in heav'n, how thence deduc'd to earth. 
Once in Arcadia, that fam'd ſeat of love, 
There liv'd a nymph, the pride of all the grove, 
A lovely nymph, adorn'd with every grace, 
An eaſy ſhape, and ſweetly-blooming face; 
Fanny the damſel's name, as chaſte as fair, 
Each virgin's envy, and each ſwain's deſpair : 
To charm her ear the rival ſhepherds fing, 
Blow the ſoft flute, and wake the trembling ſtring; 
For her they leave their wand'ring flocks to rove, . 
Whilſt Fanny's name reſounds through every grove, : 
And ſpreads on every tree, inclos'd in knots of love; 
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As Fizivixc's now, her eyes all hearts inflame, 
Like her in beauty, as alike in name. 

Twas when the ſummer ſun, now tes high, 
With fiercer beams had ſcorch'd the glowing ſky, 
Beneath the covert of a cooling ſhade,” b 
To ſhun the heat, this lovely nymph was lay'd z 
The ſultry weather o'er her cheeks had ſpread” 

A bluſh, that added to their native red, 
And her fair breaſts, as poliſh'd marble white, 
Were half conceal'd, and half expos'd to fight ; - 
AoLvus the mighty God, whom winds obey, | 
Obſerv'd the beauteous maid, as thus ſhe lay, 
O'er all her charms he gaz'd with fond , 
And ſuck'd in poiſon at the dangerous fight; 
He fighs; he burns ; at laſt declares his pain, 
But ſtill he fighs, and ſtill he wooes in vain; 
The cruel nymph, regardleſs of his moan, 
Minds not his flame, uneaſy with her own ; 
But ſtill complains, that he who rul'd the air | 
Would not command one Zephyr to repair | 
Around her face, nor gentle breeze to play | 
Through the dark glade, to cool the ſultry day; 
By love incited, and the hopes of joy, 
Th' ingenious God contriv'd this pretty toy, 
With gales inceſſant to relieve her flame; 
And call d it Fax, from lovely Faun “s name. 
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"CANTO On; e 


Nes OW ſee e to lead the ſprightly dance, 8 2 
The lovely nympha, and well · dreſo d youths adyance 3 
The ſpacious room receives each jovial gueſt. * 
And the floor ſhakes with pleaſing weight . * > 
Thick rang d on every fide, with various dyes  _ | 


The fair in gloſſy filks our ſight ſurprize 6. , | 1 01 DP whe 
So, in a garden bath'd with genial ſhow'rs, _ - 

A thouſand forts of variegated flow re, 1 
Jonquils, carnations, pinks, and tulips riſe, 3 
And in a gay confuſion charm our eyes. of 


High o'er their heads, with num' tous candles bright, * 

Large ſconces ſhed their ſparkling beams of light. 7 

Their ſparkling beams, that ſtill more brightly glow... 

Reflected back from gems, and eyes Deans”... 1 * 

Unnumber'd fans to cool the crowded fair Ane + ir 

With breathing Zephyrs move the circling air: be, Beh 

The ſprightly fiddle, and the ſounding lyre, N * — 

Each youthful breaſt with gen'rous warmth jupe 

Fraught with all joys the bliſsful moments 1 = 

While muſic melts the ear, and beauty charms the e eye. 4 
Now let the youth, to whoſe ſuperior place 

It firſt belongs the ſplendid ball to grace, 

With humble bow, and ready hand prepare, 

Forth from the crowd to lead his choſen fair; 15 

The fair ſhall not his kind requeſt deny, 

But to the pleaſing toil with equal ardour fly, 

Ves. III. L 
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® By aft directed ofer the fonming tide - 


By art the charlot fcours the duſty plain, 


To art our bodies muſt bbedient probe, 
If &er we hope with graceful eaſe to move. 


Hence, loſt in error ähd uncertainty, 
No precepts did it mind, br tales obey. 
But every maſter taught a diff rent way; 


The lovely ptoduk v5 n in blooming dh d, 


Its ſteps were alter d, and its beauties loft ; - 


And did the dance in characters compoſe, 
And every ftep in laſting volumes wrote: 


Aud evety dane in every clime Vo read ; * 


* Arte cite e rates remogue moventur, 
b Arte leves currus. 2 
+ Wer wit c. ü.. | 
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Bot tay, raſh pair, nor yet unjaught advance, 
Firſt hear the Muſe, ere you attempt to dance: 


Sebiite from rocks the painted Vellt!s glide ; | * 


Long was the Gancing art unfix d, and tie, 


Hence ere each nec Bbrn dance was fully iy 
Throagh varidus hands in wild confuſion obe, 
Till 1 Furrer, the pride of GAR, roſe, 
Each lovely grate by certain marks he ravght, 


Hence o'er the world this pleaſing art ſhall ſpread, 


Oris. 


vis. 


1 Fuillet wrote the it of faltet bj Unc WAGE ak 


Springs at the Whip, and + Hears the rait ning rein: 
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By diſtant maſters ſhall each Rep be ſeen, | 
Though mountains riſe, and oceans. roar — 
Hence, with ber filter arts, ſhall UII =: 
An equal right to aniverſal fame. 
And Isaac's rigadpen ſhall live as long. 
As Rar HAEL's painting, or as VReit's ſongg. 

Wiſe Nature ever, with a prudent hand 
Diſpenſes various gifis to every lang 
To every nation frugally imparts | 1 
A genius ig ſor ſome peculiar, arts.3.. F 
To trade the Dur en incline, the: uns b 
Muſic and verſe axe ſoft ITALIA's charms; bo 
BziraNnNi1a juſtly glories to have found 
Lands unexplor'd, and ſail'd the globe around: | 
But none will ſurg preſume to rival — <iclmia ot * ' 
Whether ſhe forms, or executes. the danee ; 1 
To her exalted genius tis we owe - | 
The ſprightly Rigadoon and Louvre flow, 
kl, Boree, and Courant unptaclis d long, 

h' immortal Minuat, and the ſmooth Bretagne, 
a all thoſe dances of illuſtrious fame, | 
That from their native country take their names "x 
With theſe let every hall be firſt began, | | 
Nor Country- dance intrude till theſe are done. 

Each cautious bard, ere he attempts to ſing, 
Firſt gently _ l tries N g ARE 


® Frengb dances 
L 2 
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And if he finds that with uncommon fire 
The Muſes all his raptur'd ſoul inſpire, | | 
At once to heav'n he ſoars in lofty 1 go 021 don: 
And ſings alone of heroes and of gods — 55 (opp: 
But if he trembling fears a flight ſokigh, | 
He then deſcends to ſoftet elegy: e JAAHEAR 2h 
And if in elegy he can't ſucceed,” 7 . 
In paſt'ral he may tune the baten reed: WU 
So ſhould the dancer, ere he trieb to more, 0 
Wich care his ſtrength, his weight. and Kelle 1 
Then, if he finds kind Nature's gifts . * 
Endowments- proper for the 1 40550 
If in himſelf he fee!s' together join d. 
An active body and ambitious mind; ef n01G xs 1 | 
In nimble Rigadoons he may * | lo non 22! 
Or in the Louvre's flow majeſtic — IM 135235 47 
If theſe he fears to reach, with eaſy pace 
Let him the Mindet's circling mazes trace: 
Is this too hard ? this too let him forbear, | 
And to the Country=danice conſi ne his care. 5 
Would you in dancing every fault avoid. ( 
To keep true time be your firſt thoughts ep 1 ( 
All other errors they in vain ſhall mend, 
Who in this one important point offend; N 
For this, when now united hand in hand T 
Eager to ſtart. the youthful couple ſtanddd ei E 
A 
* 


Let him awhile their nimble feet reſtrain, | 
And with ſoft taps beat time to every ftrain : 
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So for the race prepar'd two courſers ſtand, - 

And with impatient pawings ſpurn the ſand, | 
In vain a maſter ſhall <mplox his care, 

Rather let ſuch, to country ſports c confin'd, 

Purſue the lying hare, or tim'rous hind : 

Nor yet, while I the rural 'quire deſpiſe, 

A mien effeminate would I adviſe; 

With equal ſcorn I would the fop deride, 

Nor let him dance—but on the woman's fide, | 
And you, fair nymphs, avoid with equal care, 

A ſtupid dulneſs, and a coquet air; 

Neither with eyes, that ever love the ground, 

Aſleep, like ſpinning-tops, run round and round; 

Nor yet with giddy looks, and wanton pride, 

Stare all around, and ſkip from fide to fide. 
True dancing, like true wit, is beſt expreſs'd 

Dy nature only to advantage diefs'd; 

'Tis not a nimble bound, or caper high, 

That can pretend to pleaſe a curious eye; 

Good judges no ſuch tumblers tricks regard, 

Or think them. beautiful, becauſe they're hard. 
Tis not enough, that eyery ſtander-by 

No glaring etrors in your ſteps can ſpy, 

The dance and muſic muſt ſo nicely meet, 

Each note ſhould ſeem an echo to your feet ; 

A nameleſs grace muſt in each movement dwell, 

Which words can ne'er expreſs, or precepts tell, 
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Not to be taught, but ever to be ſeen | 
In FLavia's ait, and Cftos 's eaſy mien : 1 
"Tis ſuch an air that makes her thoufands falf, 
When Fi:LvinG dances at à birth- night ball 
Smooth as CaMILIA ſhe fkims oer the plait;, 
And flies like her through crowds of heroes flain. 

Now when the Minuet oft repeated oer, 
(Like all terreſtrial joys) can pleaſe no more, 
And every nymph, refuſing to expand 
Her charms, declines the circulating hand ; 
Then let the jovial country.dance begin, 

And the loud fiddles call each ftraggler in: 
But ere they come, permit me to diſcloſe, 
How firſt, as legends tell, this paſtime roſe. 

In ancient times (ſuch times are now no more) 
When Albion's crown illuſtrious AgTHuR wore, 
In ſome fair op'ning glade, each ſummer's night, 
Where the pale moon diffus'd her ſilver light, 
On the ſoft carpet of a graſſy field, 

The ſporting fairies their aſſemblies held: 

Some lightly tripping with their pigmy queen, 
In circling ringlets mark'd the level green; 
Some with ſoft notes bade mellow pipes reſound, 
And muſic warble through the groves around; 
Oſt' lonely ſhepherds by the fore't fide, 

Belated peaſants oft their revels ſpy'd, 

And home returning, o'er the nut-brown ale, 
Their gueſts diverted with the wond'rous tale. 


Inſtructed 
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InflruQed hence, throughout the Britiſh ifle, | 
And fond to imitate the pleafing tail, 
Round where the-trembling may-pole's 6x'd on high, 
And bears its flow'ry honours to the fy, 

The ruddy maids, and ſun-burnt ſwains reſort, 
And practiſe every night the lovely ſport; 

On every fide Æolian artiſts ſtand, 175 
Whoſe active elbows ſwelling winds command, | 
The ſwelling winds harmonious pipes inſpire, 
And blow in every breaſt a generous fire. 

Thus taught at firſt the Country-dance began, 
And hence to cities and to courts it ran 
Succeeding ages did in time impart 
Various improvements to the lovely art: 
From fields and groves to palaces remov'd, 
Great ones the pleaſing exerciſe approy'd ; 
Hence the loud fiddle, and ſhrill trumpet's ſounds, 
Are made companions of the dancer's bounds ; 
Hence gems, and ſilks, brocades, and ribands j Join, 
To make the ball with perfect luſtre ſhine, 

So rude at firſt the tragic Muſe appear'd, 
Her voice alone by ruſtic rabble heard; 
Where twiſting trees a cooling arbour made, 
The pleas'd ſpectators ſat hencath the ſhade ; 
The homely ſtage with ruſhes green was firew'd, 
And in a cart the ſtrolling actors rode: 
Till time at length improv'd the great deſign, 
And bade the ſcenes with ined nes ſhine ; 
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Then art did all the bright machines diſpoſe, 

And theatres of Parian marble roſe, | 

Then mimic thunder ſhook the canvas ſky, 

And gods deſcended from their tow'rs on high, 
With caution now let every youth prepare 

To chuſe a partner from the mingled fair; 

Vain would be here th' inſtructing Muſe's vaice, 

If ſhe pretended to direct his choice: 

Beauty alone by fancy is expreſt, 

And charms in different forms each different breaſt ; 

A ſnowy ſkin this am'rous youth admires, 

While nut-brown cheeks another's boſom fires. 

Small waiſts and ſlender limbs ſome hearts enſnare, 

While others loye the more ſubſtantial fair. 

But let not outward charms your judgments ſway, 

Your reaſon rather than your eyes obey, 

And in the dance, as in the merriage-nooſe, 

Rather for merit, than for beauty, chooſe : 

Be her your choice, who knows with perfect ſkill 

When ſhe ſhould move, and when ſhe ſhould be ſtill, 

Who uninſtructed can perform her ſhare, 

And kindly half the pleaſing burthen bear, 

Unhappy is that hopeleſs wretch's fate, 

Who fetter'd in the matrimonial ſtate 

With a poor, finiple, unexperienc'd wife, 

Is forc'd to lead the tedious dance of life ; 

And ſuch is his, with ſach a partner join'd, 

A moving puppet, but without a mind: 


g 


1 9 J 
still myſt his hand be pointing out the way, 
Vet ne'er can teach ſo faſt; as ſhe can ſtray z 
Beneath her follies he muſt ever gromnm.. 
And ever bluſn for errors not his owW u. | 
But now behold: united hand in hand, * el 
Rang'd on each fide, the well-pair'd couples 4 
Each youthful boſom beating with delight, | 
Waits the briſk ſignal for the pleaſing fight ; 
While lovely eyes, that flaſh unuſual rays, 
And ſnowy bubbies-pull'd above the ſtays, 
Quick buſy hands, and bridling heads declare 
The fond impatience of the ſtarting fair. 
And ſee, the ſprightly dance is now begun! 
Now here, now there the giddy maze they run, 
Now with flow ſteps they pace the circling ring, 
Now all confus'd, too ſwift for fight they ſpring ; 
So, in a wheel with rapid fury toſt, 
The undiſtinguiſh'd ſpokes are in the motion loſt. 
The dancer here no more requires 2 guide, 
To no ſtrict Reps his nimble feet are ty'd, 
The Muſe's precepts here would uſeleſs be, 
Where all is fancy'd, unconfin'd, and free ; 
Let him but to the muſic's voice-attend, 
By this inſtructed, he can ne'er offend ; 
If to his ſhare it falls the dance to lead, 
In well-known paths he may be ſure to tread ; 
If others lead, let him their motions view, 
Ang in their Reps the winding maze purſuc. 


t ] 


In every Canntry»dance a ſerious n 
Turn d for reſtection, can a moral find $-. 
In Hunt-the - Squirtai thus the * 0 
Seeks when we fly, but flies when:we-purſut;s 
Thus in Round-dances, where our partners change, 
And uheonfn'd from ſair to fair we:range, 
As ſoon as one from his own conſort flies, 
Another ſeizes on the lovely prize: '- 
Awhile the fav'rite youth enjoys her charms, 
Till the next comer ſteals her from his arms, 
New ones ſucceed, the laſt is till her care 
How true an emblem of th inconſtant fair } 
Where can philoſophers, and ſages wiſe, 
Who read the curious volumes of the ſgies, 
A model more exact than dancing name, 

Of the creation's univerſal frame ? | yy. 
Where worlds unnumber'd o'er th' æthereal * 
In a bright regular confuſion firay 3 "AH 
Now here, now there they whirl along the ſky, 
Now near approach, and now far diſtant fly, 

Now meet in the ſame order they begun, 
And then the great celeſtial dance is done. 
Were can the mor*lit find a juſter plan 

Of the vain labours, and the life of man? 
Awhile through juſtling crowds we toil, and ſweat, 
And eagerly purſue we know not what, 
Then when our trifling ſhort4iv'd race is run, 


Quite tir'd fit down, juſt where we Grit begun. 


Though 


1; 
Though to your rnis kind fate's indulgent cire 
Has giv'n # patter exiuiſitely fatr, CES 
Let not her chartns ſo much engage your heart, 
That you neglect che frilful dancer®s part; 
Be not; when you the tuneful notes ſhould hear, 
still whiſp'ring idle prattle in her ear; 
When you ſhould be employ'd, be not at play, 
Nor for your joys all others” ſteps delay: | 
But when the finiſtꝰd dance you onte have done, 
And with applauſe through every cbuple run, 
There reſt awhile : there ſnatch the fleeting bliſs, 
The tender whiſper, and the balmy' Kiſs ; | 
Each ſecrer wiſh, each fofter hope cotifeſs, 
And her moiſt palm with eager fingers preſs; 
With ſmiles the fair ſhall hear your warm defires, 
When mufic melts her foul, and dancing fires. 
Thus mix'd with love, the pleaſing toil purfue, 
Till the unwelcome morn appears in view; 
Then when approaching day its beams diſplays, 
And the dull candles ine with fainter rays, 
Then when the ſan juſt rifes &er the deep, 
And each bright eye is Amoſt ſet in ep. 
With ready hands, obſequious youths prepare 
Safe to her coach to lead each choſen fiir, ö : 
And guard her from the morn's inclement air: 
Let a warm hood enwrap her lovely head, 
And o'er her neck a handkerchief be ſpread, | 
9 2 | Around 
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Around ber ſhoulders ler this arm be caſt, 
Whilſt that from cold defends her ſlender waiſt bp 
With kiſſes warm her, balmy lips ſhall glow, - 
Unchill'd by nightly, damps, or wintry ſnowg . 
N While gen'rous white -wine, mull'd with ginger warm, 
Safely protects her inward frame from harm. | 
But ever let my lovely pupils fear | 
| To chill their mantling blood with cold ſmall-beer ; 
| Ah! thoughtleſs fair! the tempting draught refuſe, 
When thus forewarn'd by my experienc'd Muſe ; 
Let the ſad conſequence your thoughts employ, 
Nor hazard future pains, for preſent joy, 
Deſtruction lurks within the pois' nous doſe, 
A fatal fever, or a pimpled noſe, | 
Thus through each precept of the dancing art 
The Muſe has play'd the kind inſtructor's part, 
Through every maze her pupils ſhe has led, 
And pointed out the ſureſt paths to tread : 
| No more remains; no more the goddeſs ſings, 
| But drops her pinions, and unfurls her wings; 
. On downy beds the weary dancers lie, 4 
| And fleep's filk cords tie down each drowſy eye; 
Delightful dreams their pleafing ſports reſtore, 
And ev'n in fleep they ſeem to dance once more. 
And now the work completely finiſh'd lies, 
Which the devouring teeth of time defies ; 
Whilſt birds in air, or fiſh in ſtreams we find, 
Or damſels fret with aged partners join'd ; 
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As long as nymphs ſhalt with attentive ear 
A fiddle rather than a ſermon hear; $2142, . 
80 long the brighteſt eyes ſhalf oft peruſe 
The uſeful lines of my inſtructive Muſe ; + 
Each belle ſhall wear them — ings 2x9 
And each bright beau ſhall read/theim—if he can. 
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Write dn the Year 1746. vn the Same. T 


| Puale portentum neque aer, 

Daunia i in latis alit eſculetis, 

Nec Fube tellus generat, lonum 
Arida nutrix. | 41 


U S$'T broke from ſchool, pert, e and . 
Expert in Latin, more expert in ta -w, 

His Honour poſts ober ITALY and France, 
Meaſures St. PBrax's dome; and learns to dance. 
Thence having quick through various countries flown, 
Glean'd all their follies, and expos d his own, | 
He back returns, a thing fo ſtrange all oer. 

As never ages paſt produc'd before : ; 


A monſter 


11 1 
A monſier of ſugh complicated worth, 


As no one ſingle clime . | ol 


Half Atheiſt, Papiſt, gameſter, bubble, rock, 
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Half fiddler, coachman, dancer, groom, and cogk, 


Next, beeauſe bys'neſs now is all the vogue, 
And who'd. be quite polite mut be a rogue, 
In parliament he purchaſes a ſeat, | 


To make th* accompliſh'd Gentleman compleat. 8 


There fafe in ſelf-ſufficient impudence, 
Without experience, honeſty, or ſenſe, - 
Unknowing in her in reſt, yrade, or laws, 

He vainly undertakes his country's cauſe: 
Forth From his lips, pteppr'd pt all to rail. 
Torrents of nonſenſe burſt ; like bottled ale, 


Though ſhallow, muddy; briſk ,/ though mighty dull; 
Fierce without ſtrength ; 0 'erflowing, though x not full, 


Now quite a F renchman i in his garb and air, 
His neck yok'd down with bag and ſolitaire, 
The liberty of BxrTarn'he ſupports, 2 
And ſtorms at placemen, miniſters, and courts ; 
Now an cropꝰd greaſy hair, and leather breeches, . 
He loudly bellows out his patriot ſpeeches: 
King, lords, and commons ventures to abuſe, 
oY Nr ef ears EO: 
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® Tho' deep, yet clear; tho' gentle, yet not gulf; 


Strong without ragey eben | Daman 
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From hente to Wi rr our virtuous Caro ſfien, 
There fits with countenance erect, and wiſe, E | 
And talks of games of whiſt, and-pig-tail: pies ;- - 

Plays all the aight ave doubrread — 

Himſelf unknowingly has help'd tomakery 
Trembling and anxious, flakes his utmoſt groat,  ' 
Peeps o'er his cards, and looks as if he thought: 


Next morn diſowns the. loſſes of che nigit. 2. 
Becauſe the fool would fain 1 1108 
Devoted thus to politics, and cands,. aq 10 l 


Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women he regards NaN 
So far is every virtue from his heart, 5 ba 
That not a gent rous vice can elaim a part; 
Nay, leſt one human paſſion e er ſhould move | 
His ſoul to friendſhip; renderneſs, or love,, 
To Ficc and Bxavenron — wage] , 
To ſeel it to. the faſhionable tet. 

- Thus poor in Wealch, he labours Saved, 
Wretched alone, in crowds without ai friend. 


Inſenſible to all that's good, of kind,. 4a oT 
Deaf to alla merit, 6 all beauty blind j 
For love too buſy, and for wit too grave, e 
A harden'd, ſober, proud; luxurious kv, ʒ / 
By little acens Ariving to be great, 4 


And proud to be, and to be thought à cheat. 
And yet in nis to bad is his ſucceſ, 
That as his fame improves, his rents grow le ſas; 
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parchment wings bis acres take their fight, ſe 
And his unpeopled groves admit 1 

Wich his eſtate Nis intereſt too is done 
His honeſt borough ſeeks a warmer ſun. Sin Hi: 
For him, now eaſti-antJiquor flows no more, 
His independent voters ceaſe to roar: 
And BzrTain ſoon muſt want the great defence : 
Of all his honeſty, and eloqueace, - 0725 
But that the gen'rous youth, more anxious grown, ? 


For public liberty, than-for his ., 


Marries ſome jointur'd/ antiquated crene: 
And boldly, when his:eountry is at ſtake, 


. Braves the deep; yawning gulf, like r fork its ſake, 


Quickly again diſtreſs'd for want of coin, 
He digs no longer in th' exhauſted mine 
But ſeeks preferment, as the laſt reſurt t, 
Cringes each morn at leyees, hows at court, 
And, from he hand he hates, implotes ſupport : 
The miniſter, well pleas'd at —— 
To filence ſo much rude:impertinence, -; _ 
With ſqueeze and whiſper yields to his demands, 5 
And on the venal liſt enroll'd he ſtands; 


A riband and a penſion buy the ſlave, 


This bribes the ſool about him, that the knave. 


And now arriv'd at his meridian glory, 


He finks apace, deſpis'd by Whig and Tory ; 
Of independence now he talks no more, 
Nor ſhakes the ſenate with his patriat roar ; 

| But 


Cw 1 

But ſilent votes, and with court-trappings dung, 
Eyes his own glitt ring flar, and holds his tongue. wy 
In craft political æ bankrupt made, B&B £1.54 6 ih 
He ſticks to gamidg/ a the firer\trade; <2 2 07 
Turns downright Marper, lives by fucking Blood, 

And grows, in ſhort, the very thing he wad; ls 
Hunts out young heirs, who have their fortunes has, | 
And lends themready caſh at cent per cet: l 
Lays wagers on His own und others lives, « $I 
Fights uncles, fathers, grandmothets, and wives #4 5 d 
Tin Death at length, indignant to be made ER? 
The daily fabjeR bf his ſport and trade. 
Veils with his fable hand the wrerth's eyes, © © * 5 
And, groatlhg' for the bets he loſes by't, he dies. 
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Vriten. in the Year 1750. 
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kKILL'p in each art that can adorn the fair, 
The ſprightly dance, the ſoft Italian air, 
The tofs of quality, and. high - bred fleer, 
Now Lady Harriot reach'd her fifteenth year. 
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And now arriv'd at his meridian glory, 
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parchment wings bis acres take their fight, "7 
Ind his unpeopled groves admit 1 

Wich his eſtate his intereſt too is done, 
His honeſt borough ſecks a warmer ſun. 
For him, now eaſi and liquor flows no more, 
His independent voters ceaſe to roar: : 
And BAITAIx ſoon muſt want the great defence - 
Of all his honeſty, and-eloqueace,-/: | 
But that the gen'rovs/-youth, more —— grown ! 


For public liberty, than ſor his own; - 
Marries ſome jointur'd antiquated-crone 4 05 


And boldly, when his country is at ſtake, 


Braves the deep yawning gulf, like Cuxv tus, for i its ſake, 


| Quickly again diſtreſs d for want of coin, 
He digs no longer in th' exhauſted mine, 
But ſeeks preferment, as the laſt reſort . 
Cringes each morn at leyees, hows at court, f 
And, from he hand he:bhates, implores ſupport: 
The miniſler, well pleas'd at aber rene 
To filence ſo much rude impertinence, 
With ſqueeze and whiſper yields to his demande, 8 
And on the venal liſt enroll'd he ſtands; 
A riband and a penſion buy the ſlave, 
This bribes the fool about him, that the knave. 


He finks apace, deſpis'd by Whig and Tory 
Of independence now he talks no more, 
Nor ſhakes the ſenate with his patriat roar; 


17 1 
But filent votes, and with 'court-trapplngs hang, 
Eyes his own gliti ring ftar, and holds his 15 07 


In craft political * bankrupt made, G b 3 
He ſticks to gaming; as the farer\ trade; B SHES OS 


e 


Turns downright Marper, lives by fucking Blood. 


And grows, in ſhort, the very thing he wou d: 13 ba 

Hunts out young heirs, who have their fortunes ſpent, | 
And lends them-ready caſh ut cent per cent ann 
Lays wagers on fiis 6wn and others lives, * wy 


Fights uncles, fathers, grandmothers, and wives; Sf 


Till Death at length, indignant to be made 


The daily futzekt bf his fport and trade, © 


© Zo. 


Veils with his fable hand the wretch's n 


TTY a 


And, groaning for the bers he loſes by*t; he dies. 
n 
THE MODERN 

F. I N. E I A D T. 7 

| wn in the Year 1750. 
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kILL'p in each art that can adorn the fair, 
The ſprightly dance, the ſoft Italian air, 

The tofs of quality, and high · bred fleer, 

Now Lady Harriot reach'd her fifteenth year. 
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Wing'd with quverſions all her moments flew, , - 
Fach, as It pass d, preſenting ſomething new ; 
Breakfaſts and auctions wear the morn away, 

Each evening gives an opera, 0 or a play; 
Then Brag: 8. gternal, Joys all icht OY 
And kingly yſher,in the, morn again. , 

For love no time has ſhe, or melee, 
vet muſt coquet is for the. ſake of faſhion ; | 
For this ſhe liſtens to each. fop that's gear. 
Th' emhroidet d. col nel. flatters with, a ineer, . : 
And the crops enſign, nuzzles 1 in her TT 
But with moſt warmth, her d dreſs and airs inſpire 20 
Th' ambitious boſom, of the landed "(quires _ 

_ Who fain would quit, plump Dolly' 8 fofier charms, 
For wither'd, lean Right Honourable arms; 

bows with reverence at her ſacred ſhrine, 
And treats her as if ſprung from race divine, 
Which ſhe retutns with inſdlence and ſcorn, - 

Nor deipns to ſmile on a plebeian born,” 
Ere long, by friends, by cards, and lovers mn. 
Her fortune, health, and reputation: loft ; 

Her money gone, yet not a tradeſman paid, 

Her fame, yet ſhe till dimin''d to be a maid; 

Hier ſpirits fink, her nerves are ſb uiſtritng.” 

a She weeps, if but & handſome thief i is hung: = 


2 Some of the brighteſt eyes were a this time in tears for cop 
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By mercers, lacetmen, mantua-makers preſi d, | 


But moſt for ready caſh for play diftreſs'd, - 


Where can ſhe turn ?—the ſquite muſt all repairs. 50 j 


But ſoohuth* etidearments of a huſband cloy; | 


She condeſcends to liſten to his pray'r, _ 
And marfies him at length in mere deſpair, 


Her ſoul, her frame incapable of joy: 
She feels no tran ſports in the bridal bed, 


Of which ſo oft I has heard, ſo much has read? 


Then vex'd, that ſhe ſhould be condemn'd alone 
To ſeek in vain this philoſophic ſtone, 

To abler tutqrs ſhe reſolves t'apply, 

A proſtitate from curioſit : 

Hence men of every ſort, and every ſixe, 

» Impatient for heay'n's cordial drop, ſhe tries ; 
The fribbling beau, the rough unwieldy clown, 
The ruddy templar newly on the town, 

Th' Hibernian captain of gigantic make, 

The brimful parſon, and th' exhauſted rake. 

But ſtill malignant Fate her wiſh denies, 
Cards yield ſuperior. joys, to cards ſhe flies ; 
All night from rowe to rout her chairmen run, 
Again ſhe plays, and is again undone. 

Behold her now in Ruin's frightful jaws } 


Bonds, judgments, executions, ope their paws 3 © 


d The cordial drop heav'n in our cup has thrown, 


To make the nauſeous draught of life go down, Roc. 


M 2 
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Seize jewels, furniture, and plate, nor ſpare ' 
The gilded chariot, or the tafſel'd\chair x 
For lonely ſeat ſhe s forced to quit the town; 
And Tubbs © conveys the wretched exile down. 
Now rumbling oer the tones of Tyburn-road, = 
Ne'er preſs!d with a more griev'd or guilty — 
She bids adieu to all the well-known _ 
And envies every .cinder-wench ſhe meets: 
And now the dreaded country firſt s. 
With ſighs unſeigu'd the dying nol he hears 
Of diſtant coaches fainter by degrees, | 
Then ſtarts and trembles at the fight 57208 
Silent and ſullen, like ſome captive queen, 
She's drawn along; unwilling to be ſeen, -- / 
Until at length appears che ruin'd b N. 
Within the -graſs-green-moat, and 3 | 
The doleful priſon here for ever ſhe, | 
But not, alas! her-griefs, muſt bury'd Ks 
Her coach the curate and the tradeſmen meet, | | 


Great-coated tenants her arrival greet, 

And boys with ſtubble! bonfires light the ſtrret, 
While bells her ears with tongues diſcordant grate, 
Types of the nuptial tyes they celebrate; 

But no rejoicings can unbend her brow, , | 
Nor deigns ſhe to return one awkward. bow, 


A perſon well-known for ſupplying people of quality with hires 
equipages : * 


But 


1 

But bounces in, diſdaining once to ſpeak, 
And wipes the triekling tear from off her cheek. 

Now ſee her in the ſad decline of life, 
A peeviſh miſtreſs, and a ſulky wife; 
Her nerves unbrac'd, her faded cheek grown r | 
With many a real, many a fancy'd ail 
Of cards, admirers, equipage bereft ; £58 
Her inſolence, and title, only leſt; 
Severely humbled to her one-horſe chair, 
And the low paſtimes of a country-fair : 
Too wretched to endure one-lonely day, 
Too proud one friendly viſit to repay, c 
Too indolent to read, too criminal to pray. . 
At length half dead, half mad, and quite confin'd, 
Shunning, and ſhunn'd by all of human kind, 
Ev'n robb'd of the laſt comfort of her life, 
Inſulting the poor curate's callous wife, 
Pride, diſappointed pride, now ſtops her breath, 
And with true ſcorpion rage ſhe ſtings herſelf to death. 
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To the Honourable Bahais Yorxs, Eſq; now Earl 
* Hardvicke. | 


By the paged 
ow ita. * 2 prope mate gi Hon. 


„Hob, * nor . mock. nor youth can ſpoil 
With the leaſt vice of each luxuriant ſoil; | 

Say, Yorke, (for ſure, if any, you can toll.) 

What Virtue is, ho practiſe it ſo well; 

Say, where inhabits this Sultana queen z 

Prais'd and ador'd by all, but rarely ſeen ? 

By what ſure marks her eſſence can we trace, 

When each religion, faction, age, and place 


Sets up ſome fancy'd idol of its own, 
- A vain pretender to her ſacred throne ? 


In man, too oft a well-difſembled part, 

A ſelf-denying pride in woman's heart, 
In ſynods faith, and in the fields of fame 
Valour uſurps her honours, and her name, 


Whoe er 


J 


'Tis ſtill by We they themſelves poles, © SL 
Hence youth good-humour, frugal craft old-age, 19 49 4 
Warm politicians term i it t party-rage 3 2805 

True churchmemn zeal 12 orthodox; "and id hence 
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And maids unaſk'd to chaſtity cots n 
But have we chen no law beſides our a eg 
No juſt criterion fix d to good and ill? © WOES 
As well at noon we may obſtry& our tent, 
Then doubt if luck a thing exiſts as light; | | 
For no leſs plain would nature's law appear, | . 
As the meridian ſun unchang'd, and clear. | any 
Would we but ſearch for what we were defign'd, © 
And for what end the Almighty form'd mankind, eo” 
A rule of life we then ſhould plainly ſee, ITS 

For to purſue that end muſt Virtue be, | 

Then what is that? not want of power, or e Ty 
Or worlds unnumber'd to applaud h his name, SY 
But a defire his bleſſ ings to diffuſe, a 
And fear leſt millions ſhould exiſtence loſe; 
His goodneſs only could his pow'r employ, 
And an eternal warmth to propagate his j Joy, x 

Hence ſoul, and ſenſe diffus'd through | every place,” | 
Make happineſs as infinite as ſpace; © © ET 
Thouſands of ſuns beyond each other blaze,” | ” on, wo 
Orbs roll o'er orbs, ind glow with htia} rays ; 

M 4 Each 
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Each is a world , Where, form'd with wond'rous art, 
Unnumber'd ſpecies live through. every cal $ ve 
In every tract of ocean, earth, and ſkies,” 
Myriads of creatures Rill ſucceſſive riſe * 
Scarce buds a leaf, or ſprings the vileſt weed, 
But little flocks upon its verdure feed; TY 
No fruit our palate courts, or flow r our ſmell, | 
But on its fragrant boſom. nations dwell, 
All form'd with proper faculties to ; ſhare | 
The daily bounties of their M. aker's care : | 
The great Creator from his heav nly throne, 2 
Pleas'd, on the 'wide-expanded j joy looks Nn, | 
And his eternal law i is only this, | 
That all contribute to the general bliſs, 
Nature fo plain this primal law diſplays, 
Each living. creature ſees it, and obeys ; 
Each, form'd for all, promotes through private care 
The public good, and juſtly taſtes its ſhare, 
All underſtand their great Creator's will, 
Strive to be happy, and in that fulgll "il | 
Mankind excepted ; lord of all befide, : 
But only flave to folly, vice, and pride how. 
"Tis he that's deaf to this command alone, 
Delights in others' woe, and courts his own; 
Racks and deſtroys with tort'ring ſteel and flame, 
For lux'ry brutes, and man himſelf for fame : 
Sets Superſtition high on Virtue's throne, 


Then thinks is Makers temper like his own 
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Hence are his altars ſtain d with reeking gore, 
As if he could atone for crimes by more 
Hence whil&t offended heav'n be firives in van 
T' appeaſe, by faſts, and voluntary pain, | [ 
Ev'n in repenting he provokes again. 
How eaſy is our voke | how light our load |. 
Did we not ſtrive to mend the laws of God: | 
For his own ſake no duty he can aſk, 
The common welfare is our only taſk; _ 
For this ſole end his precepts, kind as juſt, 
Forbid intemp'rance, murder, theft, and luſt, 
With every act injurious to our own . | 
Or others“ good, for ſuch are crimes alone: 
For this are peace, loye, charity, enjoin'd, 
With all that can ſecure and bleſs, mankind. 
Thus is the public ſafety Virtue's cauſe, 
And happineſs the end of all her laws; 
For ſuch by nature is, the human frame, 
Our duty and our int'reſt are the ſame. 

But hold, cries out ſome Puritan divine, 
Whoſe well-ſtu@d cheeks with eaſe and plenty ſhine, 
Is this to faſt, to mortify, refrain, | 
And work ſalvation out with fear and pain? 
We own, the rigid leſſons of their ſchools 
Are widely diff rent from theſe eaſy rules: 
Virtue, wich them, is only to abſtain 
From all that nature aſks, and covet pain; | | 

| Pleaſure 


| 6 ibs 
Pleaſure and vice are ever near akin, 
And, if we thirſt; cold Water is a finn 

eav'n's path is rough and intricate, they ſay, 
nt are damn'd' that trip, or miſs mne, 1 

is a being cruel and ſevere, | 

And man a'wretch, by his mand plas OY 
In ſun-ſhine for awhile to take aturn, 
Only to dry and make him fit'to'burn, 

Miſtaken men, too pioully'ſevere 1 
Through craft miſleading. or mifled'by fear; 
How little they God's: counſels ee sab! 
Our univerſal parent, guardian, friend! | 
Who, forming by degrees to bliſs mankind, 
This globe our ſportive nurſery aſign'd, 
Where for awhile his fond paternal care 
Feaſts us with every joy our ſtate can bear: 
Each ſenſe, touch, taſte, and ſmell diſperſe baute, 
Muſic our hearing, beauty charms our fight ; 
Trees, herbs, and flow'rs to ub their ſpoils refign, 
Its pearl the rock preſents, its gold the mine; 
Beaſts, fowl, and fiſh their daily tribute give © 
Of food and cloaths, and die that we miay live: 
Seaſons but change, new pleaſures to produce, 
And elements contend to ſerve our uſe: 
Love s gentle ſhafts, ambition's tow'ring wings, 
The pomps of ſenates, churches, courts, and kings, 
All that our rev'rence; joy, or hope create, 
Are the gay play-things of this infant ſtate, 


Scarcely 


1 * J 


S$carcely an ill to human life belongs, 8 
But what our ſollies cauſe, or mutual wrong ; r 
Or if ſome ſtripes from Providence we feel, 


He ſtrikes with pity,” and but wounds to heal; 
Kindly perhaps ſometimes afflicts us herec 


To guide our views to a ſublimer ſphere, . 
In more exalted joys to fix our taſte/, 1b 10 
And wean us from delights that cannot laſt. , 
Our preſent good the eaſy taſ is made, an 
To earn ſuperior bliſs, When this ſhall fade; Em v9 
For, ſoon as e'er theſe mortal pleaſures clo 1 
His hand ſhall lead us to ſublimer joy ; ; LuA 
Snatch us from all our little forrows here, * 

Calm every grief, and dry each childiſh tear; 
Waft us to regions of eternal peace, bet 


Where bliſs and virtue grow with like a 55 
From ſtrength to ſtrength our ſouls for ever guide, 
Through wond'xous ſcenes of being yet untry'd, 0 
Where in each ſtage we ſhall more perſect grow, 
And new perfections, new'delights beftow. | 
Oh! would mankind but maſce theſe truths their gd. 
And force the helm from prejudice- and pride, 
Were once theſe maxims fix d, that God's our * 
Virtue our good, and happineſs our end, 
How ſoon muſt reaſon o'er the world prevail, 
And error, fraud, and ſuperſtition fail! 
None would hereafter then with groundleſs fear - 
Deſcribe th' Almighty cruel and ſevere, $i 
Predeſtinating 


1 86 


Predeſtinating ſome without pretence ren | 
To heav'n, and ſome to hell for no offene; 
Inflicting endleſs pains for tranſient crimes, 
And fav'ring ſects or nations, men or times. 
T6 pleaſe him, none would fooliſhly forbear, 
Or food, or reſt, or ch in ſhirts of hair, 
Or deem it merit to believe, or teach, 
What reaſon contradias, or cannot reach * ; 
None would fierce zeal for piety miſtake, 
Or malice for whatever tenet's ſake, 
Or think ſalyation to one ſe& conſin d, 
And heay'n too narrow to contain mankind, 
No more then nymphs, by long negle& grown nice, 
Would in one female frailty ſum up vice, 
And cenſure thoſe, who nearer to the right, 
Think Virtue is but to diſpenſe delight b. 
No fervile tenets would admittance find, 
Deſtructive of the rights of human-kind 
Of pow'r divine, hereditary right, 
And non-refiſtance to a tyrant's might: 
For ſure that all ſhould thus for one be curs'd, 
Is but great nature's _ Juſt revers'd. 


een ee 
of any ſuch propoſitionas. 

v Theſe lines mean only, that ne Þ io eee 
than unchaſtity; this al ways proceeding from male volence, that ſome · 
times from too much good · nature and compliance. 8. J. 
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No moraliſts then, righteous to exceſs, 
Would ſhow fair Virtue in ſo black adreſs, 
That they, like boys, who ſome feign'd right Ys 
Firſt from the ſpectra fly themſelves away: 
No preachers in the terrible delight, 
But chuſe to win by reaſon; not affright ; 
Not canj'rers Ille, in fire and brimſtone dye, 
And draw each moving argument from hell. 

No more our ſageinterprerers of lass 
Would fatten on obſcurities, and flaws, . « 
But rather, nobly careful of their truſt, 1 g 


8 


Strive to wipe off the long- contracted duſt, 
And be, like Haxbwicxz, guardians of the juft, 
No more applauſe would on ambition wait, 
And laying waſte the world be counted great; 
But one good-natur'd act more praiſes gain, 
Than armies overthrown, and thouſands flain : 
No more would brutal rage diſturb our peace, 
But envy, hatred, war, and diſcord ceaſe ; 
Our own and others“ good each hour employ, 
And all things ſmile with univerſal joy ; | | 
Virtue with Happineſs her conſort join d. 
Would regulate and bleſs each human mind, g 
And man be what his Maker firſt deſign d. 
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By the Honourable and Rev. Mr. —— ; 


| of HOU, whom to counſel. is to praiſe, _ 


With candor view theſe friendly lays, 


Nor, from'the vice of gaming free, . — 


Believe the ſatire points at thee * _ i 
Who truth and, worth betimes cant prize, 
Nor yet too fprightly to be wiſe ; "FRAY 
But hear this tale of ancient time, . 


Nor think i It vain, though told i in rhyme. N : 


Elate' with wide-extended pow r, 
Sworn rivals from the natal hour, 
Av'ric# and SLOTH, with hoſtile art, 
Contended long. for woman's heart ; 5 | 
She fond of wealth, afraid of toll, 2 
Still ſhifted the capricigus ſmile 3 
By turns, to each the heart was fold, 
Now bought with eaſe, and now with gold; 
Scarce either graſp the ſov'reign ſway, 
When chance revers'd the proſp'rous day. 


a See P- 98. 
The 
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The doubtful ſtrife was ſtill renew d. 
Each bal ed oft, but ne'er ſubdu'ds zi 
When Av' ret ſhew'd the glitt' ring r 
And hopes and fears began to riſe, v1 
SLoTH ſhed on every buſy ſenſe [T 


The gentle halm of indolence. 


a 14, 


When $10TH, had ſcreen'd; with artſul night, 


The ſoft. pavilion of delight: 


% 
28 241 


Sterg Ave, with reproachful frownu, 


Would ſcatter. thorns, amongſt her down. 
Thys;each, by turns the realm aue, 
Which each in turn deſpair'd to hold; 


At length unable to contend, a * 


They join to chuſe a common friend, 

To cloſe in love the long debate, 

Such love, as mutual fears create ; | 
A friend. they choſe, a friend to bot, 


Of Av'rics born, and nurs'd by Pony. ; 


An artfal nymph, whoſe reign began * 
When Wiſdom ceas'd to dwell with . * 
In Wiſdom” s awful robes array d, K 


She rules o'er polities and trade 


And by the name of Cunning known, 
Makes wealth, and fame, and pow'r her own. 
In queſt of Cyn#1xG'then they rore 


* 


| Ofer all the windiogs of dhe grog, 


Where twining boughs their ſhade unite, 
For Cx NN ever flies the light: 


10 
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At length through maze perplex'd with 2 
Through tracts confus d, and private wad ; 


With finking hearts and weary feet, 
They gain their fav'rite's dark retreat: 


There, watchful at the gate, they find 


Susrictox, with her eyes behind; 

Add wild AL AKM, awaking, blows 

The trump that ſhalces the world's repoſe. 
The gueſts well known, ſalute the guard, 

The hundred gates are ſoon unbarr dj 


| Throbgh half the gloomy cave they-preſs,  - 


And reach the wily queen 56 receſs 2! 


The wily queen diſturb'd, they vie,, 
With ſchemes to fly, though none ra 


And, in perpetual care to hide, 0 


What none will ever ſeek, employ' d. 


Great. queen, (they pray*d), our feuds gel, 
«© And let us never more be foes.” 
« This hour ſhe cries) your diſcord ends, 
% Henceforth, be Stor and Av'nice friends 
« Henceforth, with equal pride, prepare 
« To rule at once the captive fair.“... 
Th? attentive pow'rs in ſilence heard, 
Nor utter'd what they hop'd or ſear d, 
But ſearch in vain the dark decree, 
For Cunnins loves obſcurity z 
Nor would ſhe ſoon her laws explain, 
For Cuxninc ever joys to pain, 7 
| mT” , 
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Sbe then before their wond”ring eyes, 
Bid piles of painted paper riſe ; 
« Search now theſe heaps, (ſhe cries) here find 
Fit emblem of your pow'r combin'd.”* = 
The heap to Av*rice firſt ſhe gave, 
Who ſoon deſcry'd her darling Knave : 
And SLoTa, ere Envy long could ſting, 
With joyful eyes beheld a King. 
« Theſe gifts (ſaid Cn x tx) beat away, 
Sure engines of deſpotic ſway z 
1 Theſe charms diſpenſe o'er all the ball, 
« Secure to rule where-e'er they fall. 
© The love of cards let Storn infuſe, 
10 The love of money ſoon enſues ; 
„ The ftrong defire ſhall ne'er decay, 
« Who plays to win, ſhall win to play 
The breaſt, where love has plann'd his reign, 
* Shall burn, unquench'd, with luſt of gain; 
= And all the charnis that wit can boaſt, - 
In dreams of better luck be loſt.” 
Thus, neither innocent nor gay, 
The uſeleſs hours ſhall fleet away, 
While Tru o'erlooks the trivial ſtrife, 
And, ſcoffing, ſhakes the ſands of life 3 
Till the wan maid, whoſe early bloom 
The vigils of quadrille conſume ; 
Exhauſted, by the pangs of play, 
To Srorn and Ay*rice falls a prey. 
Yor. III. NN 8 To 
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To Mr. F ox written, at Fun E cx. 
In Imitation of Horace, Ode IV. Book 2, 
By Lord HN AVIT ». 
Adee Cater aditare} mitins. 
\H O U deareſt youth, who taught me firſt to know 
What pleaſures from a real friendſhip flow, 


Where neither intereſt nor deſign have part, 
But all the warmth 1s native of the heart ; 


2 Afterwards earl of Hohefter: He died Sept. 29, 1776. 

Þ John lord Hervey was the ſecand ſon, of the firſt earl of Briftol, and, 
on the death of his elder brother, heir to the title. He was born OR. 15, 
1696, and on the 7th Nov. 1744, became gentleman of the bed-chamber 
to the Prince of Wales, afterwards King George the Second, In the 
year 1725, he was choſen member for. Saint Edmund's Bury, which place 
he continued to repreſent untiF he was called up to the Houſe of Lords. 
On the 6th May, 1730, he war appointed vice-chamberlain of his Ma- 
jefty's houſeho!d ; and, during:the-remainder of Sir. Robert Walpole's ad- 
miniftration, ſhewed himſelf a firm and ſteady friend and adherent to him 
and his meaſures, On the 12th June 2733 he was called up to the Houſe 
of Lords; and on 1 May 1740 had the cuſtody of the privy ſeal delivered 
to him. He continued in office until the diſmiſſion of his friend the 
minifter, to whoſe fortune he had attached himſelf, and with whom he 
reſigned his poſt. He died in the life-time of kis father, Aug: 5, 1743: 
Mr, Pope's character af him, under the name of Sporus, is exceedingly 
ſexete, and too well known to need repeating in this place, 

ES. Thou 
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Thou know 'N to eomfort, ſooth, or entertain, 

Joy of my health, and cordial of my pain. 

When life ſeem'd failing on her lateſt ſtage, 

And fell diſeaſt anticipated age; 

When waſting ficknefs and afflictive pain, 

By Eſculapius“ ſons oppos'd in vain, 8 

Forc'd me reluQant, deſperate; to explore 

A warmer Tun,” and ſeek a milder hore 3 

Thy ſteady love with unexampled truth, 

Forſook each gay companion of thy rod, f 

Whate'er the proſp'rous or the great employs, ka” 

Bus'neſs and int'reft, and love's ſofter joys, | 

The weary ſteps of mis'ry to attend, 1555 

To ſhare dilfreſs, and make a wretch thy friend, 

If o'er the mountain'i ſuow/ height we ſtray, 

Where Carthage firſt explor'd the vent'rous way ; 

Or through the tainted air of Rome's parch'd plains, | 

Where Want reſides, and $ uperftition reigns z 

Chearful and unrepining, ſtill you bear 

Each dangerous rigour of the various year; 

And kindly anxious for thy friend alone, 

Lament his ſafPrings, and forget thy own. 

Oh! would kind Heav'n, theſe tedious ſuPtings paſt, 

Permit me Ickworth e, reſt, and health at laff, 

In that lov'd ſhade, my youth's delightful ſeat, 

My early pleaſure, and my late retreat, 


© In the county of Suffolk, the ſeat of the Briſtol family, 
3 Where 
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Where laviſh Nature's favourite bleſſings flow, 
And all the ſeaſons all their ſweets, beſtow ; 
There might I trifle careleſly away 
The milder evening of life's clouded day, 
From bus'neſs and the world's intruſion free, 
With books, with love, with beauty, and with thee 
No farther want, no wiſh yet unpoſſeſt 
Could &er diſturb this unambitious breaſt. | 
Let thoſe-who Fortune's ſhining gifts implore, 
Who ſue for glory, ſplendor, wealth, or pow'r, 
View this unaQtive ſtate with ſcornful eyes, 
And pleaſures they can never taſte, deſpiſe ; 
Let them ſtill court that goddeſs' falſer joys, 
Who, while ſhe grants their pray'r their peace deſtroys, 
I envy not the foremoſt of the great, 
Not Walpole's ſelf, directing Europe's fate; 
Still let him load Ambition's thorny ſhrine, 
Fame be his portion, and contentment mine. 
But if the gods, ſiniſter ſtill, deny 
To live in Ickworth, let me there but die ; 
Thy hand to cloſe my eyes in death's long night, 
Thy image to attract their lateſt fight : | 
Then to the grave attend thy poet's herſe, 
And love his mem'ry as you loy'd his verſe. 


1 


To 
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To the Same, From Hampton-Court, 1731. 


By the Same. 
Bono licores humane funt, quod nimo, nift vitis ſus, miſer eff. 


Sentca in EprisT,. 


W HILST in the fortunes of the gay and great, 
The glare of courts, and luxury of ſtate ; 

All that the meaner covet and deplore, 

The pomp of wealth, and inſolence of pow'r | 

Whilſt in theſe various ſcenes of gilded life, 

Of fraud, ambition, policy, and ftrife ; 

Where every word is dictated by art, 

And every face the maſk of every heart ; 

Whilſt with ſuch diffrent objects entertain'd, 

In all that's really felt, and all that's feign'd, 

I ſpeculate on human joys and woes 

Till from my pen the verſe ſpontaneous flows z 

To whom theſe artleſs off rings ſhould I bring, 

To whem theſe undigeſted numbers ſing, 

But to a friend ?—and to what friend but you, 

Safe, juſt, ſincere, indulgent, kind, and true? 

Diſdain not then theſe trifles to attend, 

Nor fear to blame, nor ſtudy to commend. 

N 3 : day, 


— —— — — — — — — 
- 


- * Theſe pinch'd with: mean, and thoſe with ſplendid care; 
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Say, where falſe notions erring I purſue, 


And with the plauſible confound the true: 
Correct with all the freedom that I write ; 


And guide my darken'd reaſon with thy light. . 
Thee partial heaven has blefs'd, profuſely kind, 

With wit, with judgment, and a taſte refin'd. 

Thy fancy rich, and thy obſervance true, 

Rare bleſſings and to few divided known, 

But giv'n united to thyſelf alone. 


" Tnftru&ion are thy words, and lively truth, 


The ſchool of age, and the delight of youth. 
When men their various diſcontents relate, 

And tell how'wretched this our mortal fate; 

That life is but diverſify'd diſtreſs, 

The lot of all, and hardly more or leſs; _ 

That kings and villagers have each their ſhare, _ 


That ſeeming pleaſure is intrinſic woe, 
And all call'd happineſs, delufive ſhow ; 
Food only for the ſnakes in Envy's breaſt, 
Who often grudges what is ne'er poſleſt ;; 
Say, for thou know'ſt the follies of mankind, 
Canſt tell how obſtinate, perverſe, and blind; 
Say, are we thus oppreſs'd by Nature's laws, 
Or of our miſeries, ourſelves the cauſe ? 

Sure oft, unjuſtly, we impute to Fate 
A thouſand evils which ourſelves create ; 

| Complain 
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* Complain that life affords but little joy, 
And yet that little fooliſhly deſtroy. | 
We check the pleaſures that too ſoon ſablide, 

And break the current of too weak a tide : 
Like Atalanta, golden trifles chaſe, 
And baulk that ſwiftneſs which might win the race; 
For life has joys adapted to each ſtage, a 
Love for our youth, ambition for our age. 
But wilful man inverting her decrees, 
When young would govern, and when old would pleaſe, 
Covets the fruits his autumn ſhould beſtow, 
Nor taſtes the fragrance whilſt the bloſſoms blow. 
Then far-fled joys in vain he would reſtore, 
His appetite unanſwer'd by his pow'r : . 
Round beauty's neck he twiſts his wither'd arms: 
Receiv'd with loathing to her venal charms ; 
He rakes the aſhes, when the fire is ſpent, 
Nor gains fruition, though he gains conſent, * 
But can we fy tis Providence's fault, 
If thus untimely all her gifts are ſought, 
If ſummer-crops which muſt decay we keep, 
And in the winter would the harveſt reap ? 

When brates, with what they are allow'd content, 
Liſten to Nature, and purſue her bent, * 
And ſtill their pow r with their ambition weigh'd, 
Gain what they can, but never force a trade: 

A thouſand-joys her happy followers prove, 
Health, plenty, reſt, ſociety, and love. 
 N4 
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To us alone, in fatal ign'rance prod. 


To deviate from her dictates tis allowd ?: Lak 

That boaſted gift our reaſon to believe, 

Or let caprice, in reaſon's garb, deceive. 

To us the noble privilege is giv'n 

Of wiſe refining on the will of heay'n. 

Our ſkill we truſt, but lab'ring ſtill to gain 

More than we can, loſe what we might obtain. 
Will the wiſe elephant deſert the wood, 

To imitate the whale and range the flood ? 

Or will the mole her native earth forſake, 

In wanton madneſs to explore the lake ? 


Vet man, whom ſtill ideal profit ſways, 


Than thoſe leſs prudent, and more blind than theſe, 
Will quit his home, and vent” rous brave the ſeas. 
And when his raſhneſs its deſert has found, 


The fool ſurviving, weeps the fool that's drown'd. 


Herds ange the fields, the feather'd kind the grove, 
Chuſe, woo, careſs, and with promiſcuous love, 


As taſte ad n«ture: prompt, adhere, or rove ; 


They meet with pleaſure, and with eaſe they part, 

For beaſts are only coupled by the heart. 

The body ſtill accompanies the mind, 

And when this wanders, that is unconfin'd ; 

The love that join'd the ſated pair once fled, __ 

They change their haunts, their paſture, and their bed, 
o tour-legg'd idiots drag, with mutual pain, 
he nat'ral cement paſs d, an artful chain; 
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Th! effect of paſſion ceaſes with the cauſe, 

Clogg'd with no after-weight of forms or laws: 

To no dull rules of cuſtom they ſubmit, 

Like us they cool, but when they cool, they quit. 
Nor find we in the wood, the ſea, or plain, 

One e'er elected o'er the reſt to reign. - 

If any rule, tis force that gives the law, 

What brutes are bound in voluntary awe ? 

Do they, like us, a pageant idol raiſe, 

Swoln with falſe pride, and flatter'd by falſe praiſe ? 

Do they their equal, ſometimes leſs, revere ? 

At once deteſt and ſerve, deſpiſe and fear? 

To ſtrength inferior do they bend the knee? 

With ears and eyes of others hear and ſee? 

Or ever veſt a mortal god with pow'r 

To do thoſe wrongs they afterwards deplore ? 

Theſe inſtitutions are of man alone, 

Marriage and.monarchy are both our own. 

Public appreſſion, and domeſtic ſtrife, 

Are ills which we ourſelves annex'd to life, 

God never made a huſband, king, or wife. 

Boaſt then, oh man ! thy profitable gain, 

To folly poliſh'd, civiliz'd to pain. 
Here would I launch into the various field 

Of all the cares our prejudices yield ; 

What multiply'd examples might be told, 


Of pains they give, and joys that they with-hold ? 


When 
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When to credulity tradition preaches, _ 
And ign'rance practiſes what error teaches ! 
Would any feather'd maiden of the N 
Or ſcaly female of the peopled flood, 
When luſt and hunger call'd, its force reſiſt ? 
In abſtinence, or chaſtity perſiſt ? 

And cry, If heaven's intent was underſtood, 

© Theſe taſtes were only given to be withſtood ?* 
| Or would they wiſely both theſe gifts improve, 

And eat when hungry, and when am'rous love? 


| Yet ſuperſtition, in religion's name, 

| With future puniſhment and preſent ſhame, 

| Can fright weak woman from her lover's arms, 

| Who weeps with mutual pain her uſeleſs charms ; 
Whilſt ſhe, poor wretch l conſum'd in ſecret fires, 
With pow'r to ſeize, foregoes what ſhe defires, 

| Till beauty fades, and inclination dies, 

= And the fair tree, the fruit ungather'd, dies. 

| But are theſe ills, the ills which heav'n defign'd ? 
| Are we unfortunate, or are we blind? 

If in poſſeſſion of our wiſhes curſt, * 
Bath'd in untaſted ſprings we die with thirſt:; 

If we make miſeries, what were bleſſings meant, 
And benefits convert to puniſhment ? 

When in the ſpring the wiſe induſtrious bees 
Collect the various bloom from fragrant" trees, 
Extract the liquid ſweet of every flow'r, 14 
And cull the garden to enrich their ſtore ; 

Should 


* - 
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Should any pedant bee of all the hive, | 
From this or that perfume the plund'rers drive, 

And ſay, that he by inſpiration knows * 
The ſacred, tempting, interdicting roſe, 5 
By heav'n's command, though ſweęteſt, . 
Think you the fool would ever be obey'd, | 
And that the lie would grow into a trade? 

Ev'n Turks would anſwer, no—and yet we ſee 
The vine, that roſe; and Mahomet, that bee. 
To theſe, how many proofs I yet could add, 
That man's ſuperior ſenſe is being mad ? 
That none, refining, their true int'reſt view, 
But for the ſubſtance, fill the ſhade purſue. 
That oft perverſe, and prodigal of life, 
(Our pow'r and will at everlaſting firife,) | 
We waſte the preſent for the future hour, 
And, miſer-like, by boarding, ſtill are hour ; 
Or fooliſhly regretful of the paſt, 
The good which yet remains negle& to taſte, 

Nor need I any foreign proof to bring, 
Myſelf an inſtance of the truths I fing. 
Whilſt in a court, repugnant to my taſte, 
From my loy'd friend theſe precious hours I "waſte, 
Why do 1 vainly here thy abſence mourn, 
And not anticipate thy wiſh'd return? 
Why ſtay my paſſage to thoſe happy fields, 
Where fate in thee my every pleaſure yields 2 

| | + (14.4 | Fortune 
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Fortune allows the bleflings I refuſe, 

And ev'n this moment, were my heart to chuſe, 

Fgr thee I ſhould forſake this joyleſs crowd, 

And not on paper think, but think aloud : 
Wich thy lov'd converſe fill the ſhorten'd day, 

And glad my ſoul.— Yet here unpleas'd'I ſtay, 

And by mean, ſauguine views of int'reſt ſway'd, 

By airy hopes, to real cares betray'd ; | 

Lament a grievance which 1 Might redreſs, 

And wiſh that happineſs I n ae ue 


FEROCIOUS 


The POET» PRAYER. 


F-e'er in thy Gght 1 ad i Apollo, 

Defend me from all the diſaſters which follow: 
From the knayes, and the fools, and the fops of the time, 
From the drudges, in proſe; and the triflers in rhyme : 
From the patch-work and toils of the royal ſack-bibber, 
Thoſe dead birth-day odes, and the farces of CIBBIR: 
From ſervile attendance on men in high places, 
Their worſhips, and honours, and lordſhips, and graces: 
From long dedications to patrons unworthy, 
Who hear and receive, but will do nothing for thee : 
From being careſs'd to be left in the lurch, 
The tool of a party, in ſtate or in church: 

9 - From 
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From dull thinking blockheads, as ſober as Turks, 
And petulant bards who repeat their own works : 
From all the, gay things of a drawing-room ſhow, 
The ſight of a Belle, and the ſmell of a Beau: 
From buſy back-biters, and tatlers, and carpers, 
And ſcurvy acquaintance of fiddlers and ſharpers: 
From old politicians, and coffee -houſe lectures 
The dreams of a chymiſt, and ſchemes of projeftors: _ 
From the fears of a jail, and the hopes of a penſion, 
The tricks of a gameſter, and oaths of an enſign : - 
From ſhallow free-thinkers in taverns diſputing, 
Nor ever confuted, nor ever confuting: 
From the conſtant good fare of another man's board, 
My lady's broad hints, and the jeſts of my lord: 
From hearing old chymiſts prelecting de ales, 
And reading of Dutch commentators in folio: | 
From waiting, like Gar, whole years at Whitehall: 
From the pride of gay wits, and the enyy of ſmall z. 
From very fine ladies with very fine i incomes, 
Which they finely lay out on fine toys and fine trincums: 
From the pranks of ridottoes and court-maſquerades, 
The ſnares of young jilts, and the ſpite of old maids : 
From a ſaucy dull ſtage, and ſubmitting to ſhare 
In an empty third night with a beggarly play'r : ' 
From Cual and ſuch Printers as would ha' me curſt 
To write ſecond parts, let who will write the firſt : 
From all pious patriots, who would to their beſt 
Put on a new tax, and take off an old teſt : 


From 


206 ] 
From the faith of informers, the fangs of the law, 
And the great rogues, who keep all the leffer in awe ; 
From a poor country-cure, that living interment, 
With a wife, and no proſpect of any preferment : 
From ſcribbling for hire, when my credit is ſunk, 
To buy a new coat, and to Hne an old trunk: 
From *ſquires, who divert us with jokes at their tables, 
Of hounds in their kennels, and nags in their ſtables : 
From the n6bles and commons, who bound in tri leagueare 
To ſubſcribe for no book, yet ſubſcribe to Heidegger *: 
From the cant of fanatics, the jargon of ſchools, 
The cenſures of wiſe men, and praiſes of fools : 
From critics who never read Latin or Greek, 
And pedants, who boaſt they read both all the week : 
From borrowing wit, to repay it like Bupcsr, © 
Or lending, like Pope, to be paid by a cudgel : 
If ever thou didft, or wilt ever befriend me; 
From theſe, and ſuch evils, AyoLLo, defend me; 
And let me be rather but honeſt with no-wit, 
Than a noiſy, nonſenſical, half-witted poet. 


2 John James Heidegger, a native of Switzerland, the introducer of 
maſquerades, and many years manager of the Italian opera, This Ar- 
biter Elegentiaram died the 4th of September 1749, at the ad vanced age 
el go years. 


An EPISTLE to Laer. 

HEN the heart * min i Pears 281 
And heav'n and you alike deny relief; 

When ev'n the Aatt'rer Hope is no where found, . 

'Tis hard to feel the ſmart, and not lament the . 

Permit me then to ſigh one laſt adieu, 

Nor ſcorn a ſorrow friendſhip owes to. you : 52 

A friendſhip, modeſty might well return; rank - 

A ſorrow, cruelty itſelf. might mourn. 0 

Think how the miſer, pierc'd with inward pain, 

Looks down with horror on the troubled main, 

Or wildly roams along the rocky coalt, 

T' explore his treaſures in the tempeſt loſt ; My 

Hates his own ſafety, chides the waves that roll d 

Himſelf aſhore, but ſunk his dearer gold. 

Like him afflicted, penſive, and forlorn, 

I look on life and all its pomp with ſcorn. 

You was the ſweet'ner of each buſy ſcene 3 

You gave the joy without, the pain within. 

Pleaſure and you were both ſo near ally'd, 

That when J loſt the one, the other dy'd ; 

Pain too has laviſh'd all her killing ſtore ; 

Nor can ſhe add, nor can I ſuffer more. 
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Ia vain I view'd you with as chaſte a fre, 
As angels mingle, or as ſaints admire; 
| By reaſon prompted, paſſion had no part, 
A virtuous ardour, that refin'd the heart. | 
In vain I ſought a friendſhip free from fault, 
Where ſex and beauty were alike forgot: 
A friendſhip by the nobleft union join'd, 
The female ſoftneſs, and the manly mind. 
Courage to conquer evils, or endure : 
Sweetneſs to ſooth the pain, and ſmiles to cure. 
Scandal, a buſy fiend; in Truth's diſguiſe, © 
Like Fame all cover'd o'er with ears and eyes, 
Learns the fond tale, and ſpreads it as ſhe flies ; 
Nor ſpreads alone, but alters, adds, defames, 
Affects to pity, though her duty blames z 
Feigns not to credit all ſhe ſees or hears, 
But hopes the evil only in her fears ; 
Pretends to weigh the fact in even ſcale, 
And wiſh, at leaft, that juſtice may prevail; 
Inſinuates, diſſembles, lies, betrays, 
Plays the whole hypocrite ſuch various ways, 
That Innocence itſelf muſt ſuffer wrong, 
And Honour bleed, the prey of Slander's tongue. 
Such is my fate, ſo grievous my diſtreſs, 
Condemn'd to ſuffer, but deny'd redreſs : 
Too fond gf joy, too ſenſible of pain, 
To part with all that's dear, and not complain: 
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Too delicate to injure what J love, 
To aſk the pity fame will ne'er approve. 
What more remains, then, but to drop my claim, 
And by my conduct juſtify my flame? 
Burſt the dear bands that to my heart-ſtrings join, 
And ſacrifice my peace to purchaſe thine ? _” 
As the fond mother, who delirious eyes / 
Her dying babe, will ſcarce believe it dies ; 
But ftrains it till with tranſport in her armg, 
Dwells on its lips, and numbers o'er its charms ; ; 
Pleads that it lumbers, and e. in vain, 
To ſee the little cherub live again 
So my torn heart muſt all the ſorrows prove 
That torture conſtancy, or ſadden love: 
Yet fondly follow your dear image ſtill, 
Fancy I hear you ſpeak, I ſee you ſmile : 
Dote on a phantom, idolize the name, 
And wiſh the ſhade and ſubſtance were the ſame, - 
Alas ! how fruitleſs is the idle pray'r! © _ 
The joy's imagin'd, real the deſpair. ee 
Like Adam forc'd his Eden to foregb, 
L loſe my only paradiſe below, 8 
And dread the proſpect of n woe. 


Vor. III. 0 GENIUS, 


GENIUS, vers and REPUTATION. 
4 1 A B L E. 


From Met pi 14 Morrr, Buck v. Fable 6. 


V N. Hz RBERT, Eſq. 2 


„„ 


8 Gd Vik ru, RePUTATION, 
Three worthy friends, o'er all the nation 
Agreed to roam; then paſs the ſeas, 
And viſit Italy and Greece ; 
By travel to improve their parts, 
And learn the languages and arts; 
Not like our modern fops and beaus, 
T' improve the pattern of their cloaths : 
Thus Genivs faid ;—* Companions dear, 
„ To what I ſpeak, incline an ear. 
«© Some chance, perhaps, may us divide ; 
Let us againſt the worſt provide, 
« And give ſome ſign by which to find 
« A friend thus loſt, or left behind. 
«© For me, if cruel fate ſhould ever 


Me and my dear companions ſever, 
10 | IF, 234 % Go, 
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% Go, ſcek me midſt the walls of Rome; 
» At Angelo's or Raphael's tomb ; 1 
% Or elſe at Virgil's ſacred -ſhrine, 
% Lamenting with the mournful Nine.“ 
Next Vixrut, pauſing ; {for ſhe knew 
The places were but very few, | 
Where ſhe could fairly hope to ſtay 
Till her companions came that way,) 
, Paſs by (ſhe cry'd) the court, the ball, 
«© The maſquerade, and carnival, {4 
«« Where all in falſe diſguiſe appear, | 
4 But Vice, whoſe face is ever bare; c 
« Tis ten to one, I am not there. 
« CIA, the lovelieſt maid on earth! 
% Pye been her friend; ( 
«« Perfection in her perſon charms, 
« And virtue all her boſom warms; 
1% A matchleſs pattern for the fair: | 
„% Her dwelling ſeek, you'll find me chere. 
Cry'd RzeruTarT1on, ** I, like you, 
© Had once a ſoft companion too: 
« As fair her perſon, and her fame, 
«© And Co pris was her name. 
*© Ten thouſand lovers ſwell'd her train ; 
« Ten thouſand lovers figh'd in vain : 
© Where-e'er ſhe went, the danglers came 
* Yet ſtill I was her favourite flame, 
| O 2 4 Til 
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«« Till once, ('was at the public ſhow) 
% The play being done, we roſe to go; 
4 A thing who long had ey'd the fair, 
His neck ſtiff yok'd in ſolitaire, | 
«© With clean white gloves. firſt made approach, 
„% Then begg'd to lead her to her coach: 
«« She ſmil'd, and gave her lily hand; 
% Away they tript it to the Strand: 
« A hackney-coach receive the pair, 
1 They went to but I won't tell where. 
% Then loſt ſhe Reputation quite: 
«« Friends, take example from that night, 
« And never leave me from your fight. 
« For oh | if cruel fate intends |, 
% Rver to part me from my friends, 
4% Think that I'm dead; my death deplore, 
% But never hope to ſee me more! | 
4 In vain you'll ſearch the world around; 
«© Loſt Reputation's never to be found.“ 
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MARRIAGE A-LA-MODE: 


O R, THE 
TWO S PA RR O WS. A FaBLE. 


From Monſ. DZ LA MorTTe, Book IV, Fable 21. 
By the Same. 


Grove there was, by nature made, 
Of trees that form'd a pleaſing ſhade ; 
Where warbled, ever free from care, 
The wing'd muſicians of the air. 
Here tun'd the Nightingale her throat ; 
The Thruſh there thrill'd her piercing note; 
The Fineh, Lark, Linnet, all agree 
To join the ſylvan harmony. 
To amorous Sparrows choſe this place, 
The ſofteſt of the feather'd race ; 
The Mars and Venus of the grove, 
Leſs fam'd for finging than for love, 
The ſongſters warbled ſweet, while they 
As ſweetly bill'd their time away. 
So cloſely ſeated were the two, 
Together you would think they grew : 
The twig was ſlender where they fat, 
And bent beneath their little weight; 
| | O 3 But 
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Zut ſcarcely in their lives was known 


To bear the one, when one was flown. 


When hunger call'd, they left the wood, 
Together ſought the field for food 


When thirſty, in the ſhallow rills 
Together dip their little bills. 
When PaotBus ſetting in the weſt, 
And thick'ning ſhades invite to reſt, 
They homeward bent their mutual flight: 
Thus paſs'd their day, thus paſs'd their night. 
The caſtle, where theſe lovers lay, 
Was in a hollow oak, they ſay: 
There, fide by fide, all night they kept, 
Together walk'd, together ſlept : 
And mixing amorous diſport, 
They made their winter-evening ſhort, 
Though free, twas left to either's mind, 
To chuſe a mate from all their kind; 
She only loy'd the loving he; 
He only lov'd the lovely ſhe, _ 
Pure Jor, poor mortals ſeldom find , 
Her footman, Sor row, waits behind; 
And Farsz impartial deals to all 


The honey'd potion mix'd with gall, 


This pair, on an unhappy day, 
Too far together chanc'd to ſtray ; 
Benighted, and with ſnares beſet, 


| Our Maxs and Vznvs in a net, 
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Alas ! were caught. O change of Rate! - 
A little cage is now their fate. | 
' No more they ſeek the ſpacious grove ; 
No more they burn with mutual love 
Their paſſion changes with their life, 
And ſoon they fall from love to ſtrife. 
Their little ſouls with growing rage 
High ſwell ; they flutter round the cage ; 
Forget the lender twig, where late | 
Cloſe fide by ſide in love they fat ; 
One perch is now too ſmall to hold 
The fiery mate and chirping ſcold : 
They peck each other o'er their food; 
And thirſt to drink each other's blood. 
Two cages muſt the pair divide, 
Or death the quarrel will decides 

A picture this of human life 
The modern huſband, and the wife, 
Who e'er in courtſhip ſaw a pair 
So kind as he, as ſhe fo fair? + 
The kiſſes that they gave each other, 


You'd think had ſeal'd their lips together: 


Each vows to each a mutual flany ; 

And dreams, *twill always laſt the ſame ; 

But fix them once in HY men's chains, 

And each alternately complains. 

The honey-moon is ſcarce declin'd, 
But all the honey of their mind 

Is gone, and leaves the ſting behind. 

* 0 
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The ſcene of love is vaniſh'd quite: 
They pout, grow peeviſh, ſcold, and fight. | 
Two tables feed each parted gueſt ; 4 
Two beds receive the pair to reſt ; 
And law alone can end the ftrife, 
With ſeparate maintenance for life, 


An INSCRIPTION. 
Quercus loquitur. 
aids F,R1 
W. H O by retirement to theſe ſacred groves 
Impregnate fancy, and on thought divine 

Build harmony—If ſudden glow your breaſt 
With inſpiration, and the rapt'rous ſong 
Burſts from a mind unconſcious whence it ſprang : 

— Know that the ſiſters of theſe hallow'd haunts, 
Dryad or Hamadryad, though no more 
From Jove to man prophetic truths they ſing, 
Are ſtill attendant on th lonely bard, 
Who ſtep by ſtep theſe, filent woods among 
Wanders contemplative, lifting the ſoul 
From lower cares, by every whiſp'ring breeze 
Tun'd to'poetic mood; and fill the mind 
With truths oracular, themſelves of old 
Deign'd utter from the Dodonean ſhrine, 


ODE 


* to WISDOM. 


By Miſs EL Iz. a5 ele 


HE ſolitary bird of night” 
Through the thick ſhades now wings his flight, 
And quits his time-ſhook tow'r 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom he lay, 
Beneath his ivy bow'r. 


With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 

Which midnight-echoes waft around, 
And ſighing gales repeat. 

Fav'rite of PaLLas ! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wispou's awfal ſeat, 


She loves the cool, the filepe eve, 
Where no falſe ſhews of life deceive, 
Beneath the lunar rav. 
Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 
Nor ſports her gaily-colour'd dyes, 
As in the beam of day, 
N | | | O PatLas! 
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0 Part as! queen of every art, 
That glads the ſenſe, and mends the heart, 
Bleſy'd ſource of purer joys: 
In every form of beauty bright, 
That captivates the mental fight 
Wich pleaſure and ſurprize : 


At thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow ; - 
- Attend thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 

That breathes no wild defires ; 
But taught by thy unerring rules, 5 
To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 

To nobler views aſpires. 


Not FoxTunz's gem, AuBiTion's plume, 
Nor Crratnea's fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray'r : 
Let Av'aics, Vanity, and Pair, 
Thoſe envy'd glitt'ring toys, divide 
The dull rewards of care. 


To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 
By ſtudious thought refin'd ; 
For Wealth, the ſmiles of glad Con . "3 
For Pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt extent, * 
An empire o er the mind, 


When 
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When Fon runs drops her gay parade, 
When Prrasunz's travfient roſes fade, 70) 
And wither in the tomb; 
Unchang'd is thy immortal prize, 


Thy ever-verdant laurels riſe 
In undecaying bloom. | 
By thee protected, I defy & 


The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid lie 
Of ignorance and ſpite : 
Alike contemn the leaden fool, 
And all the pointed ridicule 
Of undiſcerning wit. 


From envy, hurry, noiſe, and ftrife, 

The dull impertinence of life, 

I n thy retreat I reſt: 

Purſue thee to the peaceful groves, 

Where Praro's ſacred ſpirit roves, 
In all thy beauties dreſt, 


He bade Iliſus' tuneful ſtream © 
Convey thy philoſophic theme 
Of Perfect, Fair, and Good: 
Attentive Athens caught che ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around | 
In aweful filence ſtood ; 


b. 2 1 


Reclaim'd, her wild licentious youth | 

Confeſs'd the potent voice of Tzurn, 

And felt its juſt controul: 

The Paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 

And Virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
O'er all 2 ſenſes ſtole. 


Thy breath inſpires the Pos T's ſong, 
The Parztor's free, unbiaſs'd tongue, 

The Hzxo's gen'rous ſtrife; 
Thine are Retirement's filent joys, 
And all the ſweet engaging ties 

Of ſtill domeſtic life. 


No more to fabled Names confin'd, 

To thee ! ſupreme all-perfe& Mind 

My thoughts direct their flight: 

Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 

From thee deriv'd, eternal ſource 
Of intellectual light. 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray, 

To regulate my doubtful way | 
Through life's perplexing road ; 

The miſts of error to controul, — 

And through its gloom direct my ſoul 

To happineſs and good, 


Beneath 
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Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
The viſionary ſhadows fly 
Of Folly's painted ſhow : - 
She ſees through every fair diſguiſe, 
That all but VIE TVz's ſolid j Joys 
Are vanity and v woes 


To a GEN TLE MAN? 
On his intending to cut downa GR OR to enlarge his 
ProſpeR. 5 1 
By the Same. 


N plaintive ſounds, that tun'd to woe 
The ſadly-ſighing breeze, * 
A weeping Hamapryad mouny'd 
Her fate-devoted trees. | 


Ah! ſtop thy ſacrilegious hand, 
Nor violate the ſhade, 

Where Nature form'd a filent haunt 

| For Contemplation's aid. 


Canſt thou, the ſon of Science, bred 
Where learned Ifis flows, 
Forget that, nurs'd in ſhelt'ring groves, 
The Grecian genius roſe ? 
Within 


* The Reverend Dr, Walwyn, prebeadary of Canterbury. 
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Within the plantane's ſpreading ſhade, 
Immortal Paro taught: 
And fair Lycuνc form'd the depth 

Of Az1isTOTLE's thought. 


To Latian groves refle& thy views, _ 
And bleſs the Tuſcan gloom ; 
Where Eloquence deplor'd the fate 
Of N and ns, ; 


4 39 | Retir'd . "II ſhade, 
From each inſpiring bough 
The Muſes wove th* unfading wreaths 
That circled Y IKG1L's brow. 


Reflect n | r 
My threaten'd doom has wrought 3 | 
Nor ſacrifice to ſenſual taſte 
The nobler- growth of thought, 


Not all the glowing fruits that bluſh 
On India's ſunny coaſt, 

Can recompenſe thee for the worth 
Of one idea loft, 


My ſhade a produce may ſupply, 
Unknown to ſolar fire; | 
And what excludes AroLLo's rays, 

Shall harmonize his lyre. 
| THE 


ESTIMATE of LIFE, 
IN THREE PARTS. | 
A r O-E NM 
By JOHN GILBERT. Coors, "IS 
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MzLPoMeNt; or, The Melancholy 


— Reaſon has with Life; 
If T de boſe thee, I do loſe @ thing, | x 
That none but fools would weep. 
| Suaker. Mea, for Meal. a 


FF SPRING of folly and of noiſe, 
Fantaſtic train of airy joys, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your vain delufive lore, 
And tempt my ſerious thoughts no more, 

* John Gilbert Cooper, jun. of Thurgarton in Nottinghamſhire, was 
the ſon of a gentleman of family and fortune. After paſſing through 
Weſtminſter ſchool, he became fellow commoner of Trinity college, 
Cambridge, and refided there two or three years. Soon afterwards he 
married, and ſettled at his family ſeat, where he died in April 2769, af- 
ter a long and excruciating illneſs ariſing from the ſtone, 1 
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Ye borrid forms, ye gloomy throng, 
Who hear the bird of midnight's ſong j 
Thou too, Dzsyarn, pale ſpectre, come, 
From the ſelf-murdrer's haunted tomb, 
While ſad Marrouzwz relates, 
What's all this wiſh'd-for empire, Life ? 
A ſcene of mis ry, cate, and firife ; 
And make the moſt; that's all we have 
Zetwixt the cradle and the grave. 
I The being is not worth the charge: 
Behold the eſtimate at large. 
Our youth is filly, idle, vain; 
Our age is full of care and pain; 
From wealth accrues anxiety ; 
Contempt and want from poverty; 
What trouble buſineſs has in ftore !- 
How idleneſs fatigues us more! 
To reaſon, th* ignorant are blind; 
The learned's eyes are too refin'd ; 
Each wit deems-eyery wit his foe, . 
Each fool is naturally ſo ;_ 
And every rank and every ſtation 
Meet juſtly with diſapprobation. 
oy Say, man, is this the boaſted ſtate, 
Where all is pleaſant, all is great ? 
Alas ! another face you'll ſee, 
Take off the vail of vanity. 


t * 1 
15 aught in pleaſure, aught in x8 a 
Has wiffom atty gift ih fore," ove a nk 
To make the&ftaf'@ hight Bbüf : 
Tell me, ye yohchfül, nd bs 38:13 a | 
Th' intoxicating ſwerts of lobe, 7 87 1912 102 
What endleſs oatntfeſs throbs rife! mn egandgt 
What hedtt-Nlt düg iſh and "vat „, 


When jealouſy has gnaw'd the root, = 
Whence love's united branches ſhoot” * M1 5 
Or grant that Hymn lights kits torch, | 52 5 - 
To lead you to the nuptial pore Shen, © wat | ** 


Behold ! the long' d- lo raptu ee. * 
Deſire begins to loſe its pow'r, _ 


Then cold indifference takes place, e 2 
Fruition alters quite the caſe; n . ; = — 
And what befort Was erk, . 8 
Is e eee en 
Your children bring 4 Tecond ware 4 | 3 ” 
If childleſs, then” you want an delt, r ants 


So that in both alike you find ; =. | I on 
The ſame perplexity of mind. 6162 bat 282110 

Do pow'r or wealth more comfort on 
TODD. Ne- ba 
But view within his tortur'd breaſt, 3 
No more che downy ſeit of reſt, _ 


Vor. Ur. P 
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Suſpicion caſts her poiſon'd dart. 

+ And guilt, that ſcorpion, ſtings bi 

/ Will knowledge give us happineſs ?. 

| [tay ro ds 

| For every pang of mental woe 

| | Springs from the faculey, to en, . 

| Hark! at the death-betok S 

| Of yonder doleful paſling bell. 

Perhaps a friend. a farkes” ; > ah 

Or the low d partner of thy Ms — 9 

| Perhaps thy only ſon lies there, " , 
Breathleſs upon the fable bier 
Say, what can eaſe che preſent gi | 
Can former joys afford relief? ? 
Thoſe former joys remember'd fill, 
The more augment the 1 
And where you ſeek . on . 
Additional increaſe of pain. | un TIF » 

What woes from mortal ills het 1 | 

And what from natural enſue !... 

Diſeaſe and caſualty attenaga 

Our footſteps to the journey's end ; 

The cold catarrh, the gout and fone, 

The dropſy, jaundice, join'd i in one, 8 
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The raging fever”s' inward heat, . 
The pale conſumption's facal beat, P 
And thouſand more : ditempers' roam, 1 
To drag us to th . UNE” 
8 And 
4 Ar 1 


* 


And when ſolution ſbts us free © 
From priſon of mortality, 


* 
4 
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The ſoul dilated joins in air, 
To go, alas! we know not where | 

And the poor body will bene ts 
A clod within a lonely tomb. © © © 
Reflection ſad ! flich bodies wut 1 
Return, and mingle with the duſt! | 
But neither ſeafe hor beauty have” © 
Defenſive charms agalbſt the grave, 
Nor virtue's ſhield, bor wiſdoth's ke, © 
Nor true religions ſacred pow'r'; "ns 1 
For as that charnel 's earth you ſee, eren 
E'en, my Eupocra, you will be. att pt of 


— 
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«RIM Superſtition, hence away | * i 

To native night, and leave the days 
Nor let thy helliſh brood appeat, | — 
Begot on Ignorance and Fear. 
Come, gentle Mirth, and Gaiety, 


Sweet daughter of Society; j 


P 2 Whil 


2 
Whilſt fair Curies, purſuct, ,- ds 
Flights worthy of the chearful muſe, 80413 1% e961) 
O life, thou great eſſential good, 
Where every bleſing's underſtood), on 01 
Where Plenty, Freedom, A ach Dus 
To make each fleeting mymegt 100 þ 
Where moral Loves and Innocence, | 
The balm of ſweet Content: dp; = 8 „bs 
Where Peace expands her turtle wings, 391 2 1* 
And Hope a conſtant. . 39 


| With eaſy thoughs wy: breaſt inſ n 


To thee I tune the ſprightly lyze, igt (199 201: / 
From Heav'n this emanagion flows, ag 


To Heav*n again the Wand rer goes; 


And whilſt employ'd beneath on — 
Its boon attendants; Eat apd Mirth, 
Join'd with the Social Virtues three, 
And their calm parent Charity, 


Conduct it to the ſacred plains 


Where happine1s terteſtrial reigns. | — Sor 
"Tis Diſcbntent Alone defiroys* " DER Pony BY 


o Thikatveltbf our ripening joys 3 


Indulgent parent, ſonroe of bliß, 27 


v / 3 


Reſolve to be exempt.fram wg, 
Your reſolution keeps, you ſo. i vin IT © 
Whate'er is needful man, receives, | OT.” 
Nay more 2 nee boo 


Profuſe of . nab 22 
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For ches dt Ua. man, * peu blows, 
For thee the purple vidtage flows, 
Each flow r its various hue diſplays, 
The lark exalts her vernal lays, 
To view yon azure vault is thine, 
And my Evpocia's ferm divine. 
Hark ! how the fenovating Spring 
Invites the feather'd choir to fing, 
Spontaneous mirth and rapture' glow 
On every ſlirub, and every bough; 
Their little airs a leſſon give, 
They teach. us. mortals how to live, 
And well adviſe us, whilſt we can, 
To ſpend in joy the vital ſpan, 
Ye gay and youthful, all advance - 
Together knit in feſtive dance, 
See blooming HRA leads the way, 
For youth is Nature's holiday. 
If dire Misfortune ſhould employ 
Her dart to wound the timely joy, 
Solicit Bacchus with your pray r, 
No earthly goblin dares come near, 
Care puts an eaſier aſpeft on, 
Pale Anger ſmooths her threat'ning frown, | 
Mirth comes in Melancholy” s ſtead, gp 
And Diſcontent conceals her head, 
The thoughts on vagrant pinions fy, 
And mount exulting to the ky ; 
—_ 


— 
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Thence with enraptur'd views look down 
On golden empires all their own 
Or let, when Fancy ſpreads her ſails, 
Love waft you on with eafier'gales, 
Where in the ſoul-beyitching groves, 
Eurkkosrxz, ſweet goddeſs, Toves 3 
is rapture all, tis ecſtaſy ! 
An earthly immortality! ! 
This all the ancient Bards employ'd, 
»Twas all the ancient gods enjoy'd, 
Who often from the realms above i 
Came down on earth t indulge in lere. 7 1 
Still there's one greater bliſs in ſtore, 
Tis virtuous Friendſhip's ſocial hour, 
When goodneſs from the heart ſincere 
Pours forth Compaſſion's balmy —_— 
For from thoſe tears ſuch tranſports flow, 
As none bat friends and angels know. 3 
Bleſs'd ſtate ! where every thing WN : 
To fill the breaſt with heav'nly fires! | 
Where for a while the ſoul-muſt roam, CAR - 
To preconceive the ſlate to come, 
And when through life the 99883 es, 
Without repining or diſtaſte, 
| Again the ſpirit will repair, 
To breathe a more celeſtial air, 
And reap, where bleſſed beings glow, 
9 4 bad Joys: 1 0 | 
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TERPSICHOR Ez, Of, The Moderate. 
X — . Teen Te ne . = 


CBE GALS: ITY TR ZOE ITE 


COON . Fa et . Hom. Od. ©, 
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Hae fats if ith ooh; ail bel Ger | 
Det 3 = . igſe parabo. 
| Hos. Lib. I. Ep. 18, 


E SCEND, Atta, from above, 

Where Jove's celeſtial daughters rove, 
And deign once more to bring with thee - 
Thy earth-deſerting family, 
Calm Temperance, and Patience mild, 
Sweet Contemplation's heavenly child, 
Reflection firm, and Fancy free, 
Religion pure, and Probi, 
. 64712 4D 
Shall join T'zz»31caoxt in fon e N 

Ere man, great Reaſon's jon, waa made, 
Or the world's firſt: foundations laid, 
As high in their divine\aboges, ... 
Conſulting fat the mighty gods 
Jove on the chaos looking down,, 
Spoke nnn = BAN 
*© Ye deities and entates 15 
+ 4, Aerial pow'rs, and heav'nly — 
P 4 * Lo, 


4 238. 7 
«Lo, in that gloomy place below, 
Where darkpeſs geigus und diſcard now, 
or There a new world ſhall gms the fries, 
. And a new creature form's atiſe, : 


«« Who ſhall partake of our 
| « Ard live and act by our directions, 
(For the chief bliſs of any ſtation 
Is nought without commupication) 3 
tet therefore every godbead mem 
| « What this new being ſhould receive ; | 
*« But Os Ces muſt be had, 
« To mingle well of good and bad, 
© That, by th' allaying mixture, % — 
ce „May not approach to deity.“ 8 
The ſovereign ſpake, the gods ae, 
And each began in his degree: nogms 7 mi? 
Behind the throne of Jove thats food 7 
Two veſſels of celeſtial wood} / 10 
Containing jeg two ve n a 
One fill'd with pain, and one with 3 
The gods drew out from both ef theſe; 
And mixd em with their effeiices) 
(Which eſſences are heav*nly Rll, W 2 10 
When undiſturb'd by nat ral ill, 95 4s gc £7 
- And man to moral good is prone, © 
Let but the moral pow rs alone, | 
| And not pervert em by tuition,” 17 22046 
9 'em by ref, " 
Veiga bas? cn won WY . 
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Hence man partakes an equal ſhare 

Of pleaiing thoughts. and gloomy care, 
And Pain and Pleaſute'&'er Ball be, 

As * Praro ſays, in company. | 
Receive the one, and ſoon the other 

Will follow to rejoin his brother. 

Thoſe who with pious pain purſue 

Calm Virtye, by her ſacred clue, 

Will ſurely find the mental treaſure 

Of Virtue, only real pleaſure : 

Follow the pleaſurable road, 

That fatal Siren reckons good, 

'Twill lead thee to the gloomy cell, 

Where Pain and Melancholy dwell. 

Health is the child of Abſtinence, . 

Diſeaſe, of « luxurious ſenſe; 
Deſpair, that hellih fend, proceeds 

From looſen'd thoughts, and impious deeds ; 
And the ſweet offspring of Content, 
Flows from the mind's calm government. 
Thus, man, thy ſtate is free from woe, 
If thou would chuſe to make it ſo. 
Murmur not then at heaven's decree, 
The gods have given thee liberty, « 
And plac'd within thy conſcious breaſt, 
Reaſon, as an unerring teſt, * a pf. | 
And fiibaldft thou fix on miſery, rn. 
The fault i * not in them, but thee. N 

| * Sce the Pumpo of PLaTo. 


— ʃPͤ ——— —— 


The PL EAS U RE of P OE TRY. 


ene. 


By Mr. VAN SITTARr. 


$ 16.2. 
APPY the babe whoſe natal hour 
The Muſe propitious deigns to grace, 
No frowns on his ſoft fore-head low'r, 
| No cries diſtort his tender face ; 
But o'er her child, forgetting all her pangs, 
Inſatiate of her ſmiles, "RIPE parent hangs. 
Let fnteſmen on the fleepleſ bed 
'The fate' of realms and princes weigh, 
While in the agonizing head 
They form ideal ſcenes of ſway 3 
Not long, alas ! the fancied charms delight, 
But mak like da in ſilent ſhades of 1 


3 
- 


It Ye 
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III. 
e nnen, rr 
Nod o'er the taper s livid flame ; 
Ye miſers, ſtill increaſe your ſtore ; 
Still cremble at the robher's name: 
Or ſhudd'ring from the recent dream ariſe, 
While viſionary fire glows dreadful to your eyes. 
IV. 
Far other j joys the Muſes . 


Benignant, on the aching breaſt ; 
"Tis theirs, in the lone, cheerleſs hour, 
To lull the lab'ring heart to reſt : 
With bright'ning calms they glad the proſpect drear, 
And bid each rom, ſubſide, and dry up every tear. 
87 
From earthly miſts, ye gentle Nine ! 
Whene'er you purge the viſual ray, / 
Sudden the landſcapes fairer ſhine, 
And blander ſmiles the face of day: 
Ey'n Chloe's lips with brighter vermil glow, 
And on her youthful cheek the roſe-buds freſher blow. 
3 FL Renn 
When Boreas ſounds his ferce alarms, 
And all the green-clad nymphs are fled, 
Oht then I lie in Fancy's arms 
On fragrant May's delicious bed; | 
And through the ſhade, llow-creeping from the dale, 
Feel on Ly drowſy face the lly-breathing gale, 
VII. Or 
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VII. 
Or on the mountain's airy height 
Hear Winter call his howling train, 
Chas'd by the Spring and Dryads light, 
That now refine their bliſsful reign : 
While ſmiling Flora binds her Zephyr*s brows, 
With every various flow'r that Nature's lap beftows. 
VIII. ä 
More potent than the Sibyl's s gold 
That led Zneas' bold emprize, 
When you, Calliope, unfold 
Your laurel branch, each phantom flies ! 
Slow cares with heavy wings beat the dull air, 
And dread, and pale-ey'd grief, and pain and black deſpair, 
IX. 
With you Elyſium's happy bow'rs, 
The manſions of the Horjows dead, 
I viſit oft, and cull the flow'rs 
That riſe ſpontaneous to your tread ; 
Such aQtive virtue warms that pregnant earth, 
And heav'n with Kindlier hand affifts each genial birth, 
| X. | 
Here oft | wander through! the gloom, 
While pendent fruit the leaves among 
Gleams through the ſhade with golden bloom, 
Where lurk along the feather'd throng, 
Whoſe notes th' eternal ſpring unceafing chear, 
Nor! leave in mournful Hlence half the drooping year. 
g XI. And 


[ 237 11 


NI | 
And oft I view along the pam ne, 
With flow and ſolemn ſteps proceed 
Heroes and chiefs, an awful tra, 
And high exalt the laareld Wa b 
Submiſs I honour every ſacred name ß _—_ ve 
Deep in the coral grav'd . A 


XIE. 
But ceaſe, my Muſe; with: endeveridg: 


Unfledg'd, ethereal, flight to dare, 
Stern Cato's bold —— "x 
Or paint immortal Brutus“ air; 419 
May Britain ne er theaveight of ſlan ry feel.. 
Or bid a. Brutus ſhake for her his crimſon elk 
SHINE 
Lo! yonder l negligently lade. 
Faſt by the ſtream's impurpled ſids, #2 A 
Where through the thick-entangled ſhade, 
The radiant waves of nectar gliide 21 | 
Each ſacred poet ſtrikes his tune ſul lyre, agi 294 ? 
And wakes che raviſh'd heart, end bids-che foul aſpires | | 
XIV.. 
No mare is hoard the Peine bn Aloe 
Or pleaſing Melancholy's ſong, 200 
Tibullus here forgets his pain, | 
And joins the love · exulting throngy sg 
For Cupid flutters round with golden dart, urch cen 
And ** n W A 
XV. Thers 


| * 
IF Ty | VIeby 7? 
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: V. 2 
There ſtretch'd at eaſe Anacreon gay; 
And on his melting . 4 
With eye half-rais'd Catullus lay, 
And gaz'd himſelf to balmy ret: 
While Venus“ ſelf through all the am' rous groves 
With * <br contin; Jore. 
: . XVI: - - 
Now Horace? hand the ſtring nds" 
My ſoul, impatient as he _ 
The Muſe unconquerable fir d, 8 5701 
And heavenly accents ſeiz d my congue 2: 
Then lock'd in admiration ſweet I bow'd, "7" e þ 
Confeſs'd his potent art, nor could forbear aloud *. y + 
XVII. 
Hail, glorious bard l whoſe high.command | 
A thouſand various frings obeye rr 
While joins and mixes to thy hand 
At once the bold and tender lj?! 
Not mighty Homer down Parnaſſus teep;. 1 + 
Rolls the full tide of verſe fo clear, — 


XVIII.. 
O could I catch one ray dixine Ag ee 6:46 15 
From thy intolerable blaze! 5 Fenn 
To pour ſtrong luſtre r d 0 


And my 2 © nl 42 2640 17 5 
Then ſhould the Muſe her choiceſ influence-ſhed, 
And wth exe vows exeving my lf hut. 


Nr. Then 


Mia. 2 ＋ 2 


L 
XIX. 
Then would I ſing the ſons o Fame,, 4 
Th' immortal mne | | 

Or tell of love's celeſtial flame, 1 

a Or ope fair Senden ed page, N 2211.1 
And leave the ſullen thought and — groun;// 
To take their anch ne e gaidpalinde. 
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The POWER of POETRY. 
By nne e 01 nnen Rf 


Joern 21. + der 


War HE N ene eee 
To ſooth the furious hate of rugged aun. 
The lining multitude was pleas d, 8 
Ev'n Rapine dropt her raviſh'd prey, ö 
Till by the ſoft oppreſſion ſeir “0, 
Each ſavige heard his rage a2-wwy: 
And now o'ercome, in kind conſent _ move, 
ang W (rh g call 
II. 1 
Not ſo, when PIR s chief n inſpir'd, 
With love of arms each glowing boſom fir d: 
But now the trembling ſoldier fled, 
Regardleſs of the glorious'prize ; 
And his brave thirſt of honour dead, 
He durſt not meet with hoſtile eyes; 
Whilſt glittering ſhields and ſwords, war's bright array, 
—— or baſely thrown away. 
III. Soon 


* 


— — 


Caen] 
mM | 
Soon as the hero, by-hilitharciad fetins, K bow 
Had kindled — yoinds ni n 
Afreſh the warlike ſpirit grows vol To It's: 1 
"Like flame, FR erat EE 4 299 0 
See in each ſparkling! eyeit glows, © $93 972 
Aud catches on tom man to mint {50 10 
Till rage in every. breaſt to ſear ſuceced + 1, +++  - 
And now they dare, and _ ey with jo bleed ! 


os > 2 1 1 


With different movements A Maro's lays, 


Taught flowing grief, and kind concern to raiſe : 
| He ſung Marcellus: rl AA. 
In beauty 3, and in glory g, bloom, & 
Torn from himſelf, from friends, from fams,.'1 
And rapt into an early tomb! eee A v. 
He ſang, and ſorrow fiole.on all- > Act 223 vid 
And fighs began ** * 
Ges iid: ,3::10357300 +. 
But Rome's high — felt che greateſt 
Touch'd both by nature, and the poet's art: 
For as he ſung the mournful ſtrai nn, 
So well the n. it 99 
She ſaw him ficken; fade again, 7 „z wor 
And in deſcription bleed ane. ; to 3193235 
Then pierc'd, and yielding to the melting lay, 
She N ſhe Os We Capt ARE 
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Thus — * once did ED pray 3 ! 
Ah! where dwells now, ſuch empire o'er the ſoul ? 

Tranſported by harmonious lays, ' 

The mind 1s melted down, or burns: 
With joy o'er Windſor foreſt trays, 

Or grieves when Eloiſa mourns: 

Still the ſame ardour kindles every line, 
And our own Porz is now, what Visei was, divine. 


To a Young Lady, with Fo NELLE'S 
Plurality of Worlds. 


| By the Same, 


N this ſmall work, all nature's wonders ſee, 
The ſoften'd features of philoſophy. - 
In truth by eaſy ſteps-you here advance, 
Truth as diverting, as the beſt romance. 
Long had theſe arts to ſages been confin'd, 
None ſaw their beauty, till by poring blind; 
By ſtudying ſpent, like men that cram too full, 
From Wiſdom's feaſt they roſe not chear'd, but dull: 
The gay and airy ſmil'd to ſee em grave, 
And fled ſuch wiſdom like Trophonius' cave. 
Juſtly they thought they might thoſe arts deſpiſe, 
Which made men ſullen, ere they could be wiſe, 
Vor. III. Brought 


* 
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Brought down to ſight, with eaſe you view em here; 
Though deep the bottom, yet the ſtream is clear, 
Your flutt'ring ſex Rill yalu'd friencelefs z 
Careleſs of any but the arts of dreſs. © 

Their uſeleſs time was idly thrown away 

On empty novels, or ſome new-borti play; 

The beſt, perhaps, a few looſe hours might ſpare 
For ſome unmeaning thing, miſcall'd a * 

In vain the glitt'ring orbs, each ſtarry night, 

With mingling blazes ſhed a flood of light: 

Each pymph with cold indiff'rence ſaw em riſe; 
And, taught by fops, to them preferr'd her eyes. 
None thought the ſtars were ſans ſo widely ſown, 
None dreamt of other worlds, beſides our own. 

Well might they boaſt their charms, when every fair 
Thought this world all; and her's the brighteſt here. 
Ah ! quit not the large thoughts this book inſpires, 
For thoſe thin trifles which your ſex admires : 
Aſſert your claim to ſenſe, and ſhew mankind, 
That reaſon is not to themſelves confin'd. 

The hayghty belle, whoſe beauty's awful mrine 
'Twere facrilege t' imagine not divine, 

Who thought ſo greatly of her eyes before, 

Bid her read this, or then be vain no more. 

How poor ev'n you, who reign without controdl, 
If we except the beauties of your ut!” © 

Should all beholders feel the ſame Curpriſe*: © 
Should all who ſee you, fee you with my eyes; 


Were 
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were vo fick blaſts th:wake that beaoty left 972 1 
Should you be what Iahink, what all confeſs : 
"Tis but a narrow ſpace an way mug, © oh 
One iſland only, and not half an age ! 


| eee server vet 
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10 SYLYIA. 


1 W wr 


By D. Garnet; EGA a. 


P truth can fix thy wing heart, 
Let Damon urge his lam  * 
He ſeels the, paſſion vid of art. 
7. pure, the rr _ 


| Though Abies Grains aheis torments tell, 
.Their ſenſual love contemo 3... 
They only prize. the beauteous ſhell, | , 
But Oe ep inward. gem. 7 * 
Poſſeſſion cures he kde — i 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire 3 1 
But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets delire, 


1 The ornament of the Engliſh ſtage, ted es frm 17396 
_ | 22 By 


% 


tha] N 
By age pour beauty will decay. 


Your-mind improves with year az > 
As when the bloſſoms fade aW, 
The rip ning pon: bus vin | 


May Heaven and Sylvia grant my ſuit. 
And bleſs the future hour, 


That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
* * 3s flow r! 


Mx xB ABB 


To the Author of the Farmer's Letters, 8 
were written in IxL AND in the Year of the 


Rebellion, by Fans ae me” 1745 


By the — 


H thou, whoſe artleſs, free · born genius charms, 
Whoſe ruſtic zeal each patriot boſom warms; 
Purſue the glorious taſk, the pleaſing toil, 
Forſake the fields, and till a nobler ſoil; 
Extend the Farmer's care to human kind, 
Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind; 
There plant religion, reaſon, freedom, truth, 
And ſow the ſeeds of virtue in our youth: * 


2 Author of Guſtavus Vaſa, The Earl of Efſex, and other Perform- 


c 


And ſhake the vermin from the Britiſh oak; 
From worre la protect the vernal bloom 


1 26 Þ 
Let no ran aud corrupt, or brambles choak, 


And guard our paſtures from the wwalves of Rome. 
On Britain's liberty ingraf? thy name, 


And reap the harveft-of immortal fame: 
eu, a1 $UTE 4 . | IRS © | 
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VERSES written in a Book, called, Fables 


for the Ae. Sex, by n Mook. 
By the Same, 8 


4 4! * 9 


HIL E bere che poet paints . 
Which bleſs the perfect dame, 
How unaffected beauty warms, 
And wit preſerves the flame ; 


How prudence, virtue, ſenſe aden, 132145 
To form the happy wife: Abbo & 4 + 
In Lucr, and her book, I fre, N 


The Picture, and the Life, — 
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VERSE. $-writeen in Srunws PRIOR, 


311 K ep r= 4% 
as < 


by the Same, "ey 
Neouch'd hy love, yamor'd-by.wit, - 
I found no charms in MaTTHEw's he, 


t unconceru d read all he writs 5 + 
eee ee © Ther + FE 


— i 


Ker tv wol der dest E. 


Reſolv'd to-prove-my judgment wrong ; 
Her proofs prevajl'd, they Gor by my heart, 


— NETTOEVTR 
Upon -a L A D-Y's »Empaorozny, 
BV e rn ge 


Arles as poers ten. 

A goddeſs at her art def ; OE 
But ſoon the daring mortal fell 4 
The hap eſs victim of ber pride. 


O then beware Arachne's fate, | 
Be prudent, Chor, and ſubmit ; 
For you'll more ſurely feel her hate, 
Who rival both her Art and Wit. 


py Y 9, 
4 7 


DEATH 


DEATH and the DO c TOR. 
ener by 'a Phyſician's lampooning a Friend of the 
15 Avr ; 


U 
3 4. 


By the Sams, n Ha 


s Dofor.* * muſing fat, jw» $- $4 
Death ſaw, and came poem 8 U 
Enters the room, begins the chat 85 


With, Doctor, why ſo thoughtful, pray? 


The Doctor ſtarted from his place, 

But ſoon they more familiar grew: 
And then he told his piteous caſe, 

How trade was low, and friddds were few, 


on Away with fear, the . ſaid, 
As ſoon as he had heard his tale: | 

« Take my advice, and mend your trade; 
vo W Wr 


10 Go write, your wit in ſatire PR 
«« No matter, whether ſmart,” or true; 
_ «© Call * * names, the greateſt foe. 

To dullneſs, folly, pride, and you. 
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«© Then copies ſpread, there lies the trick, 
& Among your friends be ſure you ſend em; 
„ For all who read will ſoon grow fick, .' 

5 And when you're call'd upon, attend 'em. 


„ Thus trade increaſing by degrees, 
% Doctor, we both ſhall have our ends: 
% For you are ſure to have your fees, 

% And I am a eee ” 


INS CRIPTIONS on a Monument to the 
Memory of a Lady's favourite Bullfinch, 


By the Same " 
On the front of the Sins,” 8 2 
Ame obus 


Blandientis Volucris 
1 poſuit 5 bet 2 
b 57 — 6 ů > ; 
en ct») 
f e Lacie 
- Officii f ſui. : 
Teſtimonium 
1 quale eſt 


T7 


dicavit. | 


On 


On the Right Side. 


H E goddeſſes of wit and los 
Have patroniz'd the owl and dove; 
From whoſe protection both lay claim 8 r T 
To 9 *— and fame: | 
| # V4 viz 201 


— 


Could wit prouy or a lenny, 50 

To birds the ſame prerogativez” © 

My double claim had fate defy'd, _ Fives . 
And * Lygx's fav'rite ne'er had dy'd. TY 


on che Left Side: 


HOoUOH kere my body lies inter, 40 
I ftill can be a tell-tale biſdod 
If David b ſhould pollute theſe hades, 
And wanton with my lady's mad 

Or Dick © ſneak out to feld or park, | '& 
To play with Mors in the dark; 1 
Or WIr *, that noble, generous'youth, 
Should err from wiſdom, taſte, and'truth ; - 
And blefs'd with all that's fair and good, 
Should quit a feaſt for groſſer food: 
III riſe again a reſtleſs ſprite, _ 
Will haunt my lonely cage by night ; 
There ſwell my throat and plume my wing, + 
And every tale to Lucy fing. 
1 Counteſs of Rochford, daughter of Edward Younge, eſq; of Durn- 
ford, in the county of Wilts, 
> The author. © Lord Roch brother. 4 Lord Rochford, 
| ; The 
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HORROR: 


The Tatat * SELIM the PERSIAN", 
* divers High Ban and Miſdemeanours, | 


By bus Moozzs,* v. 8 


1 H E court was: met; ; the prit'ner brought; 
The counſel with inſtruction Os q 
And evidence prepar*d'at large, 
On oath, to vindicate the charge. 
But firſt tis eaten dies”). 14 
Poetic helps of fancy d lies, 
Gay metaphors, and figures fine, - 
And ſimiles to deck the line; | 
"Tis meet (as we before have laid) 
To call deſcription to our ac. 
Begin we then (as firſt tis fitting)... 
With the three CIES in judgment ftting. 


George Lyttelton, eſq; afterwards Lord Lyttelton. The Perſian 
Letters of this nobleman are written under the character of Selim, which 
oecaſioned Mr. Moore to give bim the ſame name in this poem, 

b Edward Moore, author of three dramatic pieces, ſeveral poems, and 
the chief manager of a periodical paper called The Mosla. Ne was oritzi 
nally brought up to trade, and continued ſome years to carry on the bu- 
fineſs of a linen-draper. He afterwards devoted himſelf wholly to lite· 
rature, and died 28 February, 757. 


Above 


b 
Above the reſt, and in the chatr, 
Sat Fx&rion with diſſembled air; 
Her tongue was fkilPd in ſpecious lies, 
And murmurs, wWhenee diſſenſions riſe . 
A ſniling maſk her features veil'd; oY 


Her form the patriot's rode conceal'dz 
With ſtudy'd blandiſhments ſhe bow'd, * 


And drew the captivated crowd. 

The' next in place, and on the right, 

Sat Envy, hideous to the fight ; 

Her ſnaky locks, her hollow eyes, 

And haggard form forbad diſguiſe ; 
Pale diſcontent, and ſullen hate 

Upon her-wrinkled forehead fate : 
Her left-hand clench'd, her cheek fuſtain d, 
Her right (with many a murder ſtain'd) 
A dagger clutch'd, in act to rike, 

With itarts of rage, and aim oblique. 
Laſt on the left was CLamovs ſeen, 

Of ſtature vaſt, and horrid mien; 


With bloated cheeks, and frantic eyes, 


She ſent her yellings to the ſkies ; 
Prepar'd with trumper in her hand, 
To blow fedition o'er the land. 
With theſe, four more of leſſer fame, 
And humbler rank, attendant came : 
Hypocr1sY with ſmiling grace, 


And Iurupzuck with brazen face, 


ConTBane 
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 ConmTexT10N bold, with iron lungs, .. 


And SLanpzx with her hundred tongues. . 
The walls in ſculptur d tale were rich, 
And ſtatues proud (in many a nich) 
Of chiefs, who fought in Facrrox's * | 
And periſh'd for contempt of laws. 
The roof in vary'd light and ſhade, 
The ſeat of Anagzcur diſplay'd, _ 
Triumphant ger a falling throne 
(By emblematic figures known) 
Convrusion rag'd, and LysT obſcene, 
And Rior with diltemper'd mien, 
And OuTRrAace bold, and Miscnizr dire, 
And DevasTart1on clad in fire, Goth 
Prone on the ground, a martial maid 
Expiring Jay, and groan'd for aid; 
Her ſhield with many a ſtab was pierc'd, 
Her laurels torn, her ſpear revers'd ; 
And near her crouch'd, amidſt the polls, | 


A lion painted i in the toils, 


With look compos'd the pris'ner food, 
And modeſt pride, By turns he view'd 
The court, the counſel, and the crowd, 
And with ſubmiſhiye rev'rence bow'd, 

Proceed we now, in humbler ſtrains, 
And lighter rhymes, with what remains, * 

Th' indictment grievouſly ſet forth, 
That S211, loſt to truth and worth, 
10 


nd * & 


"Ss * — 


1 3 } 

(In cane with one Wit. irre. 99 g 

And many more, not taken yet) i: d£ 

In Fox rr-Tivs 4, the royal palace $ 2 81 

Did enter, and to ſhame grown callous, 8 

Did then and there his faith forſake, Rug 1 \ 

And did accept) receive and takes 

With ee e nge — 

Value unknown, a certain place. u Ha he! 

He was a ſecond tine indicted, 

For that, by evil zeal excited, | 69 59A 

With learning more than layman's ſhare, - 

(Which parſons want, and he might ſpare) 

In letter to one Gil EKT Wesr e, 5 

He, the ſaid Sr TIM, did atteſt, 

Maintain, ſupport, and make aſſertion 

Of certain points, from Pav's converſion: | 

By means-whereof the faid apoſtle T 

Did many an unbeliever joſtle, 

Starting unfaſhionable fancies, | 

And building truths on known romances. 

A third charge run, that knowing wel! 

Wits only eat, as pamphlets ſell, N 
He, the ſaid 881 u, notwithſtanding 
Did fall to anſw'ring, ſhaming, branding 


e Afterwards Earl of Chatham. K 24 "7" 
4 Mr. Lyttelton was appointed a Lord of the Treaſury, 25 Dee. 1744+ 
© Entitled, ** Obſervations on the converfion and apoſtleſhip of St. 
* Paul, In a letter to Gilbert Weſt, eſg.“ 8vo, 1747 
- Three 


e 


Three eurĩous Letters to the Whige f : 
Making no reader care three gs 


For any facts contain'd therein; Ned 
By which uncharitable in 


An author, modeſt and deſerving. 


Was deſtin'd to contempt, and flarving z 

Againſt the king, his crown and peace, 

And all the ſtatutes in that caſe. an 91 
The pleader roſe with brief full charg'd, 


And on the pris'ner's crimes enlarg'do—_ 
But not to damp the Muſe's fire 
With rhet'ric ſuch as courts require, 


We'll try to keep the reader warm 
And ſift the matter from the form. ' | 


Virtue and ſocial love, he ſaid, 


And honour from the land were fled; nr 


That PaTrioTs/now, like other folks, 
Were made the butt of vulgar jokes : 
While Oyyos1T108,Yropp'd her creft, 
And courted power for wealth and uo 


Why ſome folks laugh'd, and ſome folks aba, 


Why ſome ſubmitted, ſome aſſail' d, 
Angry or pleas'd—all ſolv'd e 


Wich who were in, and who were out. 


The ſons of CLAuoux grew ſo ſickly, - 
They look'd for diſſolution quickly A 


* Entitled, ec Three Letters to the Nun ,0coand by the Letter to 
« the 8 $vo, 1748, | 
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Their weekly Journals finely written, 
Were ſunk in privies all beſh—n 5 ; 
Old-England * and the Londen-Evening, 
Hardly a ſoul was found believing in, 

And Caleb “, once ſo bold and ſtrong, 
Was ſtupid now, and always wrong. 

A ye whenee roſe this foul diſgrace ? 
Why SzL1u hay receiv'd a place, 

And thereby brought the cauſe to ſhame; - 
Proving that people, void of blame, 

Might ſerve their country and their king, 
By making both the ſolf-ſame thing. 

By which the credulous beliey'd, 

And others (by ſtrange arts deceiv'd) 

That Miniſters were ſometimes right, 

And meant not to deſtroy us quite. | | 

That bart'ring thus in ſtate-affairs, Y 
He next muſt deal in ſacred wares ; | 
The clergy's rights divine invade, | 
And ſmuggle in the goſpel-trade., 
And all this zeal to re-inſtate 
Exploded notions, out of date 
Sending old rakes to church in ſhoals, 
Like children fairing for their ſouls, 


1 40 oppoſition paper at that time publiſhed, i in which Mr, Lyttelton 
vn ſrequently abuſed. 
h 22 tho name _ by the writers of the o. 


* N 
And 


t 586 3 | 

And ladies gay, from ſmut and libels,:* | 

To learn beliefs, and read their Bidles'y! - 

Erecting conſcietice for a tutor, asg 

To damn the preſent by the future. 

As if to evils known and ret 

*Twas needful to annex ideals; 

When all of human life we know © 
Is care, and bitterneſs; and woe, ö 
With ſhort tranſitions of delight, 

To ſet the ſhatter'd ſpirits riglt. 

Then why ſuch mighty pains and care, 

To make us humbler than we are? 

Forbidding ſhort-liv'd mirth and laughter 

By fears of what may come hereafter ? 

Better in ignorance to dwell ; | 
None fear, but Who believe an hell: 

And if there ſhould be one, no doubt 

Men of themſelves would find ĩt out. 

But SeL1m's erimes, he ſaid, went further, 

And barely ſtopp'd on this fide murther; 

One yet remain'd, to cloſe the charge, 

To which (with leave) he'd ſpeak at large. 

And firſt 'twas'needful to premiſe, 

That though ſo long (for reaſons wife) 
-—— preſs inviolate had ſtood, 

' Produttive of the public good * 
Pet fill, too modeſt to abuſe, 
| * rail'd at vice, but told not whoſe. 


7 
Were made, to many an author's praiſe, 
Who, not ſb ſcrupulouſly nice, 
Proclaim'd the perſon with the vice, 
Or gave, where vices might be wanted, 
The name, and took the reſt for granted. 
Upon this plan, a Champion roſe, 
Unrighteous greatneſs to oppoſe, 
Proving the man #qventzs now of, 
Who trades in pow'r, and ſtill is honeſtz 
And (God be prais'd) he did it roundly, 2 
Flogging a certain junto ſoundly ; NES 
- But-chief his anger was direted - 
Where people leaſt of all ſuſpected; 
And SLIM, not ſo firong as tall, 
Beneath his graſp appear d to fall. 
But Inxocz*cs (as people ſay) 
Stood by, and ſav'd him in the fray : 
By her aflifted, and one Ta urn, 
A buſy, prating, forward youth, 
He rally'd all his firength anew, 
And at the foe a letter threw *, 
His weakeſt part the weapon found, 


1 Author of the Letters tothe Whigs 

r Probably n 
* Whigs,” 870, 274% , 

Vor. III. 5 R 2 


1 5 1 


Hence Orros 19 fied-the Geld. 22979 266 
And Icx*hav 68 with ber de-de: ; 


And well they might, for ({thiags weigh'd = 


The pris'nep, with hie Whore and 3 

Muſt prove ſor every ſon tos herd. 

Who never fought . 
But 3 — Gt; 

Would ſtand him here in litile Bead. 

For they had eyidence on ht. 

That would appear to hard for. bath, -: 
Of witneſſes a fearful tranun n 

Came next th? indifments to-ſuſtains --- 

DzrxAcriox, Marz, and Digta ven, 

And Pax rx, of all foes the worſt. 

Marick, RVsNSE, and USnaeilar, 

And Disar ru , WArn with grief. 

DIisnONOUR faul; ud by hewe, 

And every fend thay. — F 

All theſe in ample farm depes | 

Each fact the triple chgege Aided. 

With taunts and gibey of bitter ſort, - - 

And aſking vengeance ſrem the unn. 11 
The pris ner {aid in his daſen es. 

That he indeed had ſmall pretan ee... 

To ſoften facts ſo deeply ſworn, 

But would for his offences moura-$-. - 

Vet more he hop'd than bare repentance 

Might fill be urg'd to ward — 


ol 5 . 


That 


L 2 


That he had held © place 1 
He on d with penitence and tears, 55 
M- took it nat from motives, haſe, r 
h' indiftment. ers mee ee, aid 
2 though he had betray'd Wande 
In being to his country iuſt, by 
Neglecting FacTion, and her FO" 
He did it not for wicked ends. 
But that complaints, — 
And jarring parties mix in peace. 
That what he wrote to Gippanx War». 
Bore hard againſt him, he confet; 0 
Yet there they wrong d him ; for the fact is, 
He reaſon'd for Belief, not Practice; 
And people might believe, he thought, ; 
Though Practice might be. deem'd a fault. 
He either dreamt it, or was told,. 
Religion was rever d of old, 
That it gave breeding no offence, - | | 
Ang was no foe to wit and ſenſe; 14 
But whether this was truth arwhams, 
He would not ſay ; the doubt with him 
(And no great harm he hop'd)-was her 
Th' enlighten'd world would. rake it now 3 
If they admitted it, *twas well, 
If not, he pexer.talk'd of hell. 
Nor even bap'd to change wen's meaſures, | 
Or frighten ladies from chair plgaſures. 11 
9 R 2 


ho 
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One accuſation; he confeſs'd, © 
Had touch'E Wi Widrs Yan Wl the reſt ; 
Three Patriot-Letters, high in fame, 
By him o'erthrown, 2 
And though it was a rule in vogue, 
If one man call'd another rogue, 
The party infur d might reply; | 
And on his foe retort the liez © 
_ Yet what accru'd from all his labour, 
But foul diſhonour to his neighbour ? 
And he's ® moſt unchriſtian elf, 
Who others damns to ſave himſelf. 
Beſides, as all men knew, he ſaid, 
Theſe Letters only rail'd for bread ; 
And hunger was a known excuſe © © 
For proſtitution and abuſe z 
A guinea, properly apply*'d, 
Had made the writer change his fide ; 
He wiſh'd he had not cut and carv'd him, 
And own'd, he ſhould have bought, not ſtary'd him. 
The court, he ſaid, knew All the reſt, 


And muſt proceed as they thought beſt; 
Only he hop'd ſuch refignation © 
Would plead ſome little mitigation ; 
And if his character was clear 

From other faults (and friends were near, 
Who would, when call'd upon, atteſt it) 


( 1 } 
To be from puniftinent exempt, | 
And only ſuffer their contempt. 


The pris Fass, thi clin prefer, 


In turn demanding to be heard. 

InTEcrITY and Honour ſwore, 
Bzn8voOLENCE and twenty a” : 
That he was always of their party, 


And that they new him frm and hearty. 


Re1t1crov, ſober dame, attended, 

And, as ſhe could, his cauſe befrietided ; 
She ſaid, twas fince ſhe came from college 
She knew him introduc'd by Knowrevce 3 
The man was modeſt and ſincere, 
Nor farther could the interfere, * 
The Mvsns begg'd to interpoſe, 20 | 
But Envy with loud hiflings role, © 

And call'd them women of ill fame, 

Liars, and proſtitutes t ſhame; 

And ſaid, to all the world twas known, 
Srriu had had them every one. 

The pris'ner bluſt'd, the Mvszs frown'd, 
When filence was proclaim'd around, 
And Facriox, rifing with the reſt, 

In form the pris'ner thus addreſt. 

You, Sri, thrice have been indicted, 
Firſt, that by wicked pride excited, 
And bent your country to diſgrace, 

You have receiv*d; and held a PLacs. 
R 3 
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Next, 
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-Next, InyIDELITY to wound, 
You've dar'd, wich arguments Pro ofound, 
To drive FREETHIN K4NG, 10A Rand,” | 
And with Ret1Gyoy, vex the, 2 „% 1 
And laſtly, in contempt of Feng, | 
With horrid and, unnat'r 'ral OO 
You have an AuTron' 's fame g'grtbrows, . 
Thereby to. build and fence youn owns .. 4 
+ Theſe crimes ſagggefbve, on Ven triel, 
Have mat With pol beyopd,denial 3 
To which yourſelf, 1 with ſhame, conceded, -| 
And böt in, mitigation pleaded... .. 
Yet that the juſtige of the. court... rr 
May ſuffer not in men's reparti. 
Judgment a moment [ ſuſpend, __ non: 
To reaſon as from friend to friend, . 

And firſt, that you, of all mankiad, .. | | 
With Kinds and Cou RTS ſhould ſtain your. mind ! 
You ! who, were Oreos1T10N' s lord! 
Her nerves, her finews, and her ſword |. 
'That you at laſt, for ſervile ends, | 
Should wound, the boyels of her er A 1— 4 
Is aggravation, olf offence, "Pp 
That leaves for mercy no pretence, 

Yet more for you, to urge your hate, 
And back the church to aid the ſlate ! 
For you to publiſh ſuch a letter! be 
You ! who have Known R8L16408 better! 
9 


cke 
RS 


Ti eee en. 
An all, io crowh yourſhams, — - 


. for you to load with blame 

The writings of a Patriot-Youth, 

And fuminon Inndcencs'and Trxvra (/ 

To prop your cauſe Was this for you !—_ 

But juſtice does your crimes purſue ; 

And ſentence now alone remains, _ 

Which thus, by me, the court ordains. 
% That you return from-whence you came, 
There to be ſtrippꝰd of all your fame 

«© By vulgar hands, that once a week 

„ Old-England pinch, yau till you ſqueak ; 
That ribald pamphlets do purſue you, | 

% And hes, and murmurs, to undo you, 
With every foe that Wozu procures, 

60 _ a. VIRTOS) $ W be Tonne. = 
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T R P. H Y: 
"BEING. 4 A 
SIX. CAN TATAS 
| To the Honour of his Rorai. Hionnses 
WILLIAM, Duke of CUMBERLAND; 


. 
in the ſeveral Charafters of 


The VotunTzER, 4 Fri Musician, 


The Pozr, © The SyzrnznD, 
The Peri, The RRTiotovs. 


By Dr. Bungamin HoavpLey *. 


Set to Muſic by Dr. GREENE. 2566. 
CANTATA I. The VoLUNTEER. 


RBgciTATIvVE. | 
EEP in a foreſt's ſhadowy ſeat, 
A youth enjoy'd his calm retreat, 


| Deaf 
2 Dr. Benjamin Hoadley, eldeſt ſon of the biſhop of Wincheſter. He 
was born Feb, 10, 1705-6, and educated at Hackney, from whence he 


weat to Benet College, Cambridge, . 
univerſity, 
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Deaf to the din of civil rage, 
And diſcord of the impious age ; 
- When viſionary fleep depreſt 
His drowſy lids, and thus alarm'd his reft. 
Two rival forms immenſely bright 
Appear'd, and charm'd his mental fight ; 
Honour and Pleaſure ſeem'd deſcending, 
On each her various train attending, 
Of decent, ſober, great, and plain, 
Of gay, fantaſtic, loud, and vain. 
With confident, yet charming grace, 
Pleaſure firſt brake the filence of the place. 
N n Aix. TH, 
Enjoy with 1 me this calm retreat, | 
Diffoly'd in eaſe thine hours ſhall flow : 
With love alone thy heart ſhall beat, 
And this be all th' alarms you know: 
Cares to ſooth, and life befriend, 
Pleaſures on your nod attend. 


univerſity, in the year 2728, his name was in the lit of gentlemen to be 
created DoQtorg of Phyſic 3 but by an acgideat, he had not Als degree 
until a month after. In the year 3747, he produced the celebrated 
Comedy of The Suſpicious Huſband. He was very early appointed phyſi- 
tian to his Majeſty's houſehold, and was the author of ſeveral pieces in 


his own profeſſion, He died at his houſe in Chelſea, in the life-time of 


bs fuer, Augaſt 20, 1757+ 


Crorvs, 
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Is 
| 
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nend, io mnootib bot 


Cares to ſooth, and. life n 4 
Pleaſures on your nod attend 
93 . 1 

Her decent fromt ſtralt Honour ſhew'd, 

Where mingled ſcorn and anger glows 7 
Contempt of Pleaſure's flow'ry reign, 
Eurag'd at all her je& train 

And thus „ 1e 
The n of — breaſt. 0 

4 A. . 3M. G Mn $15) 
Riſe, youth thy country calls thee from thy pon 
Behold her tea, MN 
And hear her cries : 
Religion fears, | 
And Freedom dies, 
Amid the horrors of Wat's dreadful trade. 
Thy country groans forego thy ſhade— 
*Tis Honour calls thee to her aid, 
Dee e a D. 


Thy country m brege; un ſhade— © 
*Tis Honour calls thee to her aid. 


| 


W 


REciTATIVE. 
＋ he youth awoke—and ſtarting , 
Sleep, with its viſion, left his fide, © 


1 a6 ] 
His foul th' idea fi1'd alone; 
The heroic form, the. piercing tone 


Of Honour on his memory play'd, 
And all his heart confeſs'd the heav*nly maid, 


dear JABTATHYH 4 
Sweet object of my choice, 
Adieu, thou calm receſs ! 
My bleeding country's voice 79 
a N 3 * l 
From — * water - falls, 
From ſhades and flow'ry meads, 
Tis virtuous Honour calls, f 


And princely NE r 


From 8 | 
From all a, nation's care, 
Behold where\Bzarain's Jove 
Sends. forth his god of war: | 


*Gainſt mountains cap'd with ſnows, /- + 
Gainſt foul Rebellion's rage 
The willing Hera goes | 
Gigantic war to wage —— _ 
The gen'rous heart what flow'ry ſcenes can — 
Or tempt to waſte his youth in uſeleſs caſe ! 


| . . | Crogvus. 


4 
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Cuno us. ; 
The gen'rous k heart what flow'ry fcenes can pleaſe, 
eee r * 


CAN TATA I. The Poor. 


7K, 

Give me, indulgent Muſe, to rove 
The mazes of thy laurel'd grove, - 
To chuſe a wreath for WitLtian's brow 
Above Sybilla's golden bough. - + _ 

 "Ruexrarivn. 
I walk—T wander here and there — 
How can I chuſe, where all is fair ? 
This I prefer, and that refuſe 
Guide me, my ftill-infpiring Muſe, © 
I ſaid, and pluck' d the choſen wreath :- 
Large drops of blood diſtill'd beneath ; 
A figh now ſhook the weeping tree, 

And thus a vocal ſound 
Brake from the recent wound, 
And nn IINE t2cs. 


Arn, 
Coy Daphne you behold in me; 
For WII LIAu's fake I willing bleed. 
No wreath but this from Phœbus' tres 
Is worthy him, who Britain freed, 


| [ 6 J 
Leſs fair was Phœbusꝰ chace for unſought fame, 
Be his the wreath, who woo'd and won the dame, 


CANTATA 1Il. The Paisras. 


| An. 
Sweet mimic thou of Nature's face, 
Thy pencil take, thy colour ſpread ; 
On thy canvas curious trace "#9! 
Every virtue, every grace, ' 
That hovers round our WIL LIAu's head. 


R8ciTATiVE. 
Let Victory before him fly, 
And Fortitude with ſtedfaſt eye; 
Let Prudence with her mirrour haſte, 
Studious of future by the paſt ; 
With Induſtry in vigour blooming, | 
And Science knowing much, yet leſs aſſuming. 
To group the piece, and ſwell the train, 
With Hydra heads Rebellion draw, 
Spouting at evety-vein . \- 
The blood of thouſands ſlain ; - 
Thouſands too few to glut her rav'nous maw : 
Paint her panting, ſinking, dying, 
Paint her ſons at-diſtance flying: 
Paint Britannia full of ſmiles, 
Scarce recover'd from her toils: 
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Paint Juſtice ready to avenge her pain, 
Dragging the monſter in her maſſy chain, | 
Near her paint Mercy crown'd : ſoft-ſmiling let her tand, 


Wich arm unn ſop her juſt, determin'd hand. 
Aix. 
Ceaſe to declaim, the artiſt cries, 
Of every virtue, every grace, - 
See, by degrees the features riſe : 
Behold them all in W1iitian's face. 


CANTATA IV. The Muo1c1an, 


Recirarivs. 
O various power of magic ſtrains, - 
To damp our joys and ſooth our pains ! 
Every movement of the will © 
Obedient owns the artiſt's ſkeill, 
Thus in gay notes, and boaſtful words, 
The maſter of the tuneful chords; 
But ſoon he found his boaſt was air, 
His love ſtill blaſted with deſpair; : 
And Chloe cold, or ſeeming cold 
Io all the tuneful tales he told. o 
—_ 5 * | 
To love when he tun*d the ſoft * 
It figh'd, and it trembled in vain ; 
Tho' warm'd by his amorous fire, | 
The fair one ne%er anſwer'd his ſtrain, 
ReeiT4- 


17 1 


＋ 9 Rgcirarzvy s. 
Hear, cries the artiſt, pow'r divine, 
Great leader of the tuneful Nine; 
Teach thy votary to ſwell . _ 
With love-inſpiring ſtrains the ſhell, 
Such as pleaſe my Chloe beſt, 
And eaſieſt glide into her breaſt. 
Aix. | 
No more I woo in warbling ſtrains, 
No more I ſing the lover's pains 
To cold and careleſs ears: 
To wazlike notes I tune the ſtring, 
The ſong to William's praiſe I lng — 
The nymph with rapture hears. 


CANTATA'V. The Sururxp. 


ReciTarivVE. 
Beneath an oak's indulgent ſhade 
A ſhepherd at his eaſe was laid; 
He pluck'd the bough, the wreath he wove 
Sacred to WII Itau, and to love, 
And taught the vocal woods around - 
His name and Delia's to reſound, 
Ars. . 

Of peace reſtor'd the ſhepherd ſung, 
And plenty ſmiling o'er the fields 3 ; 
Of peace reſtor'd the woodlands rung, 

And all the ſweets that quiet yields ; _ | 
| Of 
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Of love he ſung and Delia's charms, 
And all reſtor d by WILLIAMN“'s arms. 
 RuerTaATivE. : 
Driv*n from his native foil belov'd, 
By coſt and care not unimprov'd, 
A northern ſwain himſelf betook 
To reſt, in that ſequeſter d nook, 
One fav'rite lamb eſcap'd the ſpoil, 
The only meed of all his toil; 
Which now.o'erſpent he drove before, 
Now fondling in his boſom bore. 
He heard, and ſtrait the cauſe requir'd, 
With wonder more than envy 4 d. 
F | Ain, 
Say, ſwain, by what good pow'r 
Thou wing'> the fleeting hour, 
With trains that wonder move, 
And tell of eaſe and love ; 
While I by war's alarms 
Am forc'd from ſafety's arms W 
From home and native air, 
And all their ſocial care. 
Say, ſwain, cc. 
Recirarivs. 
Again, replied the ſwain, repair ans 
To northern fields and native alr g 1 
Again thy kindly home review) 0 
And all its ſocial cares renew. 


1 231 
To grief indulgent, or to ſleep, 
Haſt thou eſcap'd the gen' ral joy, 
Sweet gift of BziTain's fav'rite Box? 
Air. | 

"Twas WILLI Au's toil this leiſure gave, 

By him I tune my oaten reed, 
By him yon golden harveſts wave, 

By him theſe herds in ſafety feed : 
Him ſhall our grateſul ſongs declare 
Ever to Britiſh ſhepherds dear. 


Dur. 
Him ſhall our grateful ſongs declare 
Ever to Britiſh ſhepherds dear. 


CANTATA VI. The Rztictovs. 


Rrcirarivz. 
Here, tyrant Superſtition, ugly ſiend, 
Harpy with an angel's face, 
Monſter in Religion's dreſs, 
Thy impious pray'rs and bloody viſions end. 


Hence, with thy fiſter Perſecution, go 
Hence with all her pleaſing dreams 
Of martyrs? groans, and virgins' ſcreams | 
The ftretching rack, and horrid wheel, 
Slow fires, and conſecrated ſteel, 


And every keis implement of woe, 
Vor. III. 8 


And 


11 | 
And every threaten'd tool of hoodwink'd zeal, 
3 — can find, or tortur d Nature feet. 
Arx. 
From Britain's happier clime repair 
To ſouthern ſuns and flaviſh air 
| To empty halls, 
To midnight bells, 
To cloiſter'd walls, 
To gloomy cells 
Where moping Melancholy dwells —— 
WirLIAUu's name ſhall reach you there, 
And fink your ſouls with black deſpair, 
RRCOITAT IVZ. 
The Hero comes, and with him brings 
Fair Hope, that ſoars on Cherub's wings; 
Firm Faith attends with ſtedfaſt eye, 
Intent on things above the ly, 
To mortal ken unknown; and She, 
Meek and ſeemly, kind and free, 
Ever hoping, ſtill believing, 
Still forbearing, ſtill forgiving, 
Greateſt of the havenly Three, 
Aris, I 
Britons, join the godlike train, - 
Learn, that all but Truth is vain, 
And to her lyre attune your joy: 
No gifts ſo pure as thoſe ſhe brings, 
No notes ſo ſweet as thoſe ſhe fings, 
To praiſe the heav*nly-favour'd Bor. 
| : | The 
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The Marriage of the MyzTLz and the Ew. 


A F A B L E. 


To DEL I A, about to marry beneath herſelf. 1744. 


Zy the Same. 


Myrtle flouriſh'd *mongſt the flowers, 
And happy paſs'd her maiden hours: 
The lovely Roſe, the garden's queen, 
Companion of this ſhrub was ſeen ; 
The Lily fair, the Violet blue, 
The Eglantine beſide her grew: 

The Woodbine's arms did round her twine, 
With the pale genteel Jeſfamine ; _ -< 
Wich her's the Tuberoſe mixt her ſweet ; 
The flow'rs were gracious, ſhe diſcreet. 

The envious ſhrub, with ſome regret, 
Saw all her friends in wedlock met ; ; 
Up the tall Elm the Woodbine ſwarms, 
And twines her marriageable arms ; 
A gorgeous bower the Je mine choſe, 
The glory of ſome ancient houſe ; ; 
With joy ſhe views the ſhort-liv'd maid, 
The Violet, drooping in the ſhade ; 
S 2 
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And ſees (which pleas'd her to the quick) 
The Lily hug A ſapleſs ſtick. ö 

« And muſt Myrtilla ſtill be ſeen 

** Pining in fickneſs Eg ar ? 

4 Shall ſhe? —— 

With that ſhe arm'd her brow, 
Which once had conqueſts gain'd, but now —— 
Too old to chuſe, too proud to ſue, | 
Strikes flag to her good couſin Yew. 
This Yew was fair, and large, and good, 

Efteem'd a pretty ſtick of wood: 

But never in the garden plac'd, 

Or to be borne by nymphs of taſte, 

But in a wilderneſs, or waſte : 
And cut and clip, whate'er you do, 

This pretty ſtick was ſtill but Yew. 

The pois nous drops, the baleful ſhade 
Struck each genteeler flower dead; 


But Myrtle, being ever-green, 
Thought Nature taught to wed her kin, 
And careleſs of th' event, withdrew -_ 


From her old friends, and ſought her Yew. 
Behold the am'rous ſhryb tranſplanted, 
And her laſt pray'r in vengeance granted. 
The bride and bridegroom cling together, 
Enjoy the fair, and ſcorn foul weather, 

Viſits are pay'd: around are ſeen 
The ſcrubbed race of ever-green, 
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Th' ill- natur d Holly, ragged Box, 
And Yew's own family in flocks : 

But not a flow'r of ſcent or flavour 
Would do the bride ſo great a favour, 
But in contempt drew in their leaves, 
And ſhrunk away, as Senfitives. | 
The bluſhing ® Queen, with decent pride, 
Turn'd, as ſhe paſs'd, her head afide ; 
The Lily nice, was like-to ſpue 

To ſee MyzTiLLa Mrs. Yew: 
The Eglantine, a prude by nature, | 
Would never go a-near the Creacher ; 
And the gay Woodbine gave a flaunt, 
Nor anſwer'd her but with a taunt, 

Poor Mrarrz, ſtrangely mortify'd, 
Too late reſumes her proper pride; 
Which, heighten'd now by pique and ſpleen, 
Paints her condition doubly mean. | 
She ſour'd her mind, grew broken-hearted 
And ſoon this ſpiteful world departed ; | 
And now lies decently interr'd, 

Near the old Yzw in 1 church- yard. 


On a BAY-LE AF, pluck'd from VIROII'ʒ 
Tomb near Naples. 1736. 


By the Same. 
OLD was the irreligious hand, 
That could all reverence withſtand, | 
And facrilegiouſly preſume h 
To rob the poet's ſacred tomb 
Of ſo much honourable ſhade, 
As this, ſo ſmall a trophy, made 3 
Could dare to pluck from VIxSII's brow | 
The honours Nature did beſtow, 
* Sweetly the gentle goddeſs ſmil'd, 
And liften'd to her favourite child; 
Whether in ſhepherd's cleanly weed 
He deftly tun'd his oaten reed, 
And taught the vocal woods around 
His Amaryllis to reſound ; 
d Or taught he in a graver ſtrain 
To clothe the field with waving grain; 
And in the marriage-folds to twine 
The barren elm, and cluſter'd vine; 


# Paſcua, Þ Rura, 


"—- 


To 
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To hs the lab'ring ox, to breed 
Jo the known, goal che foaming ſteed ; 
"And ſung the manners, rights, degrees, 
And labours of the frugal bees; LY 
Or whether with Zneaz' name L 
He ſwell'd th' extended cheek of Fame, 
And all his god-like labours ſung, f 
Whence Rome's extended glories ſprung; 
The goddeſs ſmil'd, and own'd ſhe knew 
Th? original from whence he drew, 
And grateful ſhe, ſpontaneous gave 
This living honour to his grave, 


Hail, thou ſweet ſhade, whoſe reverenc'd name 


Still foremoſt in the mouth of Fame, 

Doth preference and value give, 

And teach this little leaf to live, 
Methinks ſecluded from that brow, 

Where grateful Nature bade it grow, 

This beauteous green ſhould fade away, 
And yield to iron-tooth'd decay: | 
But VIdOIt's name forbids that crime, 
And blunts the threat'ning fithe of Time. 


© © © Pur, 


To 


Written on my Birth-day, 1734. 
By the Same. 
HE Ae the "Re the days, and the years, 
That fill up the current of Time, 


Neither flowing with hopes, neither ebbing with fears, 
Unheeded roll'd on to my prime. 


In infancy prattling, ® youth full of play, 
Still pleas'd with whatever was new, 
I bade the old cripple fly ſwifter away, 
To o'ertalts:foannghy trifle in view. X 


But when CaLot, with Frveetheſs and ** in her look, 
Firſt taught me the leſſon of love; 

Then I counted each ſtep the wing'd fugitive took, 
And bade him more leiſurely move. 


o Stop, runaway, ſtop, nor thy journey purſue, 

3 For Cnror has giv'n me her heart: 

To enjoy it thy years will prove many too few, 
If you make ſo much haſte to depart, 


(3 » q 


Still, 
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Still, ſtill he flies on—ſtill, ſtill let him fly, 
Till he's tir'd, and panting for breath ; 

My love both his teeth and his fithe ſhall def 
That can only be conquer d by Death. 


Set —— Dr. GREENE. 
IJ. 
T O filent groves, where weeping yew 
With ſadly-mournful cypreſs join'd, 
Poor Damon from the plain withdrew, 
To eaſe with plaints his love-fick mind 
Pale willow into myſtic wreaths he wove, 
And . lamented his forſaken love. 
- 
How often, 8 faithleſs maid, 
With arms entwined did we walk 
Beneath the cloſe unpierced ſhade, 
Beguiling time with am'rous talk ! 
But that, alas I is paſt, and I muſt prove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 


III. Zut 
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But think not, CELIA, Iwill beer 
With dull ſubmiſſion all the ſmart; 
No, I'll at once drive out deſpair, 
And thy lov'd image from my heart: 
All arts, all charms I'll practiſe to remove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 
IV. 
Bacchus, with greeneſt ivy crown'd, 
Hither repair with all thy train; 
And chaſe the jovial goblet round, 
For CIA triumphs in my pain: 
With gen'rous wine aſſiſt me to remove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 
V. 
Could reaſon be ſo drown'd in s. 
As never to revive again, . 
Ho- happy were this heart of mine 
Reliev'd at onee from all its pain! 
But reaſon ſtill with love returns; to prove 
The torments laſting of forſaken love. 
VI. 
Wag me the nymph, whoſe gen'rous ; foul 
Kindles at the circling bowl; a 
Whoſe ſparkling eye with wanton fire 
Shoots through my blood à fierce — 
For ev'ry art I'll practiſe to remove | 
The pangs ee N forſaken love. 
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VII. 
And what is al} this trinfient flame ? 
Tis but a blaze, and ſeen no more; 
A blaze that lights us to our ſhame, - 
And robs us of a gay four-ſcore ; 
Reaſon again with love returns, to prove 
The torments laſting of forſaken love. 


VIII. | 
Hark ! how the jolly huntſman's cries, 


In concert with the op'ning hounds, 
Rend the wide concave of the ſkies, 

And tire dull Echo with their ſounds : 
Thou Phcebe, goddeſs of the chace, remove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 

IX. | 
Ah me ! the ſprightly-bounding doe, 
The chace, and every thing I view, 
Still to my mind recall my woe ; 
So CzL1a flies, ſo I purſue ; 
So rooted here, no arts can e'er remove 
7 pangs attending on forſaken love. 
X. 
Then back, poor Damon, to thy grove : 

Since nought ayails to eaſe thy pain, 

Let conſtancy. thy flame improve, 

And patience anſwer her diſdain : 
So gratitude may Cz11a's boſom move, 
To pity and reward thy conſtant love. 


* 
n 


— 


> 
3 — — — — 


FASHION: A SATIR I. 


By Dr. Joszyn Wax rox. 


Honeſtius putamus, quod frequentizs ; recti apud nos locum tene: 


error, ubi publicus factus. \ SExECA 


ES, yes, my friend, diſguiſe it as you will, 
To right br wrong tis Faſhion guides us fill ; 
A few perhaps riſe fingularly good, | 
Defy and ſtem the fool-o*erwhelming flood; 
The reſt to wander from their brethren fear, 
As ſocial herrings in large ſhoals appear. 
»Twas not a taſte, but pow'rful mode, that bade 
Yon” purblind, poking peer run picture mad; 
With the ſame wonder-gaping face he ſtares 
On flat Duron dawbing, as on Gutvo's airs ; 
What might his oak-crown'd manors mortgag*d gain ? 
Alas ! five faded landſcapes of Lok AIX E. 
Not ſo Garcor1ys—ſleck, voluptuous lord, 
A hundred dainties ſmoke upon his board; 
Farth, air, and ocean's ranſack'd for the feat 
Jn maſquerade of Foreign OLto's dreſs'd ; 
Who praiſes, in this Tauce-enamour'd ape, 
Calm, healthful temp rance, like an Invrax . 
a Claude Loraine, 


9 


But 
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But could he walk in public, were it ſaid, 


« GAROILIus din'd on beef, and eat brown bread?“ 1 


Happy the grotto d hermit with his pulſe, 


Who wants no truffles, rich ragouts —nor d Hurst. | 


How ſtrict on Sundays gay L TITIA's face ! 
How curl'd her hair, how clean her Bruſſels lace ! 
She lifts her eyes, her ſparkling eyes to heav'n, 
Moſt nun- like mourns, and hopes to be forgiv'n. 
Think not ſhe prays, or is grown penitent 
She went to church - becauſe the pariſh went. 
Cloſe CuxEuESs, deaf to the pale widow's grief, 
Parts with an unſunn'd guinea for relief; 
No meltings o'er his ruthleſs boſom ſteal, 
More than fierce Arabs, or proud tyrants feel ; 
Yet, ſince his neighbours give, the churl unlocks, 
Damning the poor, his triple-bolted box. 
Why loves not Hipe1a rank obſcenity ? 
Why would ſhe not with twenty porters lie ? 
Why not in crowded Malls quite naked walk ? 


Not aw'd by virtue but The world would talk.“ 


Yet how demurely looks the wiſhing maid, 
For ever, but in bed, of man afraid ! 

Thus HAuuox's ſpring by day feels icy-caol, 
At night is hot as hell's ſulphureous pool. 
Each panting warble of VesconTr's throat, 

To Dicx, is heay'nlier than a ſeraph's note; 


> Sir Edward Hulſe the phyſician, © © Lucretius, lib, vi. $48. 


The 


r 
The. trills, he ſwears, ſoft · ſtealing to his breaſt; 
Are lullabies, to ſooth his cares to reſt; — 
Are ſweeter far, than Lavza's luſcious kiſs, 
Charm the whole man, and lap his foul in bliſs ; 
Who can ſuch counterfeited raptures bear, | 
Of a deaf fool who ſcarce can thunders hear ? 
Crowpero might with him for FxsT1x paſs, 
And touching HAN DET yield to trifling Hasse. 

But curd-fac'd Cuzio comes! all prate, and ſmile, 
Supreme of beaux, great bulwark of our iſle ! 
Mark well his feather'd hat, his gilt cockade, 
Rich rings, white hand, and coat of ſtiff brocade ; 
Such weak - wing d May- flies BRITATIx 's troops diſgrace, 
That FLANDRIA, wond'ring, mourns our alter'd race: 
With him the fair, enraptur'd with a rattle, 
Of Vauxraltt; Garrick, or PAMELA prattle : 
This ſelf-pleas'd king of emptineſs permit 
At the dear toilette harmleſsly to fit z | 
As mirthleſs infants, idling out the day, 
With wooden ſwords, or toothleſs puppies play : 
"Tis meaner (cries the manling) to command 
A conquering. hoſt, or ſave a ſinking land, 
Than furl fair Fr.avia's fan, or lead a dance, 
Or broach new-minted Fasrions freſh from France. 

O France, whoſe edicts govern dreſs and meat, 
Thy victor BRITAIx bends beneath thy feet! 
Strange I that pert graſhoppers ſhould lions lead, 


And teach to hop, and chirp acroſs the mead: 
; | Of 
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Of fleets and laurell'd chiefs let others boaſt, 
Thy honours are to bow, dance, boil, and roaſt, © 
Let ITALY give mimie canvas fire, Y 19453 
Carve rock to life, or tune the lulling lyre ; 
For gold let rich Poros i be renown'd, 
Be balmy-breathing gums in Ix DIA found: 
Tis thine for ſleeves to teach the ſhantieſt cuts, 
Give empty coxcombs more important ſtruts, 
Preſcribe new rules for knots, hoops, manteaus, wigs, 
Shoes, ſoups, complexions, coaches, farces, jigs. 

Muscat dreams of laſt night's ball till ten, 
Drinks chocolate, ſtroaks For, and fleeps agen; 
Perhaps at twelve dares ope her drowſy eyes, 

Aſks Lvcy if 'tis late enough to riſe ; | 

By three each curl and feature juſtly ſet, - 

She dines, talks ſcandal, viſits, plays piquette: 
Meanwhile her babes with ſome foul nurſe remain, 
For modern dames a mother's cares diſdain ; 

Each fortnight once ſhe bears to ſee the brats, 
For oh they ſtun one's ears, like ſqualling cats l“ 
Tigers and pards protect, and nurſe'their young, 
The parent-ſnake will roll her forked tongue, 

The vulture hovers vengeful o'er her neſt, 

If the rude hand her helpleſs brood infeſt ; 

Shall lovely woman, ſofteſt frame of heav nun, 
To whom were tears, and fealinffÞity giv'n, 

Moſt faſhionably cruel, leſs regard 


Her offspring, than the vulture, ſnake, and . ? 
What 


And hide their lovely locks with * heads of ams; 
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What art, O FASHION, pow'r ſupreme below } 
You make us virtue, nature, ſenſe, forego ; 
You fanRify knave, atheiſt, whore, and fool, 
And ſhield from juſtice, ſhame, and ridicule. 
Our grandames modes, long abſent from our eyes, 
At your all-powerfpl bidding duteous riſez 
As AxgTHvusa ſunk beneath the plain 
For many a league, emerging flows again; 
Nou/ A Mary's mobs, and flounces you approve, 
Now ſhape-diſguifing ſacks, and flippers love : 
Scarce have You choſe (like Fortune fond to joke) 
Some reigning dreſs, but you the choice revoke : 
So when the deep-tongy'd organ's notes ſwell high, 
And loud Hosannars reach the diſtant ky, 
Hark, how at once the dying ſtrains decay, 
And ſoften pnexpeRtedly away. 
The peer, prince, peaſant, ſoldier, ſquire, divine, 
Goddeſs of Change, bend low before your ſhrine, 
Swearing to follow, whereſoe er you lead, | 


Though you eat toads, or walk upon your head, x 


'Tis hence belles game, intrigue, fip citron-drams, | 


Hence gitls, once modeſt, without bluſh appear, 
With legs diſplay'd, and ſwan-ſoft boſoms bare ; 


4 39 Queen of — mobs, much worn by the ladies, | , 
© Tete de Mouton, literally Bennet. 


Hence 
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| Hence ſtale, autumnal dames; fill deck'd with laces, | 
Look like vile canker'd coins in velvet caſes. | | 
Alk you, why whores live more belor'd -- py] 
Why weeping virtue exiÞ'd, flattery thrives, 

Why mad for penſions,” BRHp H young and ale” 
Adore baſe, minifttt\, thoſt* ales rcd. 
Why witlikg beni on religfon 1: 


* 


Fat, roſy Juſtices, drink, done, and ſaoke, | FE 


Dull cities on beſt bartls Pour harmleſs ſpite, 
As babes that wurlb1s Ht cüfnot Bite, 133 
Why knaves malicious, brother! Knaves embrace, 
With hearts of gall; but cbürtiy Tmilfng face, © 
Why ſeornful Fot t & from her gaudy coach, | 
At ſtarving houſeleſ# Viwry x points reptoath, | 
Why Aw tes in the great alt-vorthipp'd 8807 
Methinks ſome DMMUN dts File mode!” | 
At this Cox vetton (miles with gba LP, 
Preſaging triumphs to her mother, 81 =_ " | 
Who," as With baneful v wings aloft ſhe Mies, 8 
« This Nlllag Mü be mite 1. Serulig dil _ 
Grim TYRANNY attends her on her way, * 
And frowns, and whets his ſword that thirſts to flap. 
Look from the frigid to the torrid rode, 
By cuſtom all are led, by nature none, 
The hungry Tata rides upon his meat, 
To cook the, dainty fleſh with buttocks? heat: 


f The fellowing been are taken . 
Vor. III. y The 
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The CnIx ESA complaiſantly takes his bed, wy 
With his big wiſe; anch ts Wirk raue fed. ene 
How would 9 ur, penger Brigiſh beauties ſhrjek, .. 
To ſee ſlim bach on; bulls their landes Ws). 1 
Yet no LuefnDa, in herdig SEARS ago ict 
Admits a youth, but ho, hig beaſt has dis. m glad. 
See, wond'rous Tands, wherd the fell victor brings 
To his glad wives, the heads of laughter d kings, 
W 
And in dire banquets the warm. life · hlood quaff ; 
Where youthy their gratidkiros, age: bent, Der ere, 
Pitying their weary weakneſs, kindly lan: 
Where ſainted B Bratnnans, ſick of life, petire, PRE 
To die ſpontancens-on-the ſpicy Nes 1 2 
Where ({tranger ſtill 1) ich uheip wiki dates content. 
The fimple_ ſwainn nd Ale fur gal; tormene; · 

How fondly partial are ourzadg tients growhg 4... 
We deem all männers odious but our w!!! 

O teach me, friend; oo Krams ite N., Arn wade, 
And laugh, like you,:atFastir n 2 
You, who to woods remov'd from mod iſn MN 
Deſpiſe the diſtant \ world's dane, dec de . 

As ſhepherds from high rocks hear far below, 

Hear unconee mid lud. torrents erer ly flows:7 1 
| You, though mad millions the mean taſte opbraid, be — 
Who ſtill love Vixrus, fair, forſaken maid ; RE 
As Bacchus charming AuiAbxE | n 


. all abandon d, from the We << 
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NATURE” and FORTUNE: 


To the Earl of Curerznvrets. 


{aw SL Abd? VG ov g #7, 


By the Reverend Fara Fiercusn, Dean of 


* * 


N. I vlyth « a 927. 


To paſs an hour or two, 


In fnolie, mood. agreed taplays 1 ins ew 
At * Wen „ daun! 
d asd N TAL” 
Come, I'll be judge hen, Fonruns ct 
And therefore muſt be blind ; | © + -- 


Then here hig wand her fen,. 
n 777755 bag ** 


| 
e -» "2113 7 : : 4 . 
2 10 215 4 © 11 4 * . t! 175 TY 


Nervig had now. prepar'd.bez lim. 2 5 


+4 


Of names on ſcraps of leather, 
Which roll d. ſhe gave them e 
et 1091 15307 onA eb ig 


S aa He 
was fellow, of New College, Oxford,: Where he took the degree of M. A. 
$ July, 1732. He afterwards became miniſter of Rumford in Eſſex, 
where he kept a private ſchool, until he was promoted by bis brother in 
lreland to the treaſurerſhip of Dromore, to which in a ſhort time was 
added the deanry of Kildare, He died in the year 1763. ö 
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1 
Thus mixt, whichever came 


"00 2 very ſu furely drew ; © l 57 W 


Then bade heg ſiſter give command. 

For what that man ſhould do. 
SANs JS 07 

Tubovld- almoſt burſt « one's fides to hear 

vol What ſtrange commands the gave;, 


That C x ſhould the laurel . 
58 b in Ar nabe. FO LAY of! 
— n all. 


At length when ala OT Belt wr tie, 
Dame Nat bi WH and aye,” | 3 
Now tell me, fiſter, this man's doom, 

aa WRAP beide / 

; bid ed m νον,d½v u Sa 
That ang AR vedrery dh ü na! 
Bleſs'd both by yet unt He: D 
Nay, then, quoth NAr ur, let's have done; 

Siſter, I' Me pel Wer won bad, au i. 


dei „ e a mean 20 


* Be * 0 e * "128 
$36 kk 3.4 Pe £7 2." — * 1 200 9 lo 11 : . . * 
X N 7 
n %: bend back 
Ss # 1 * - " | * 6 
= b4 4 S a a 
$207 You! pin doi Lecmed T 7 nn? * 
5 902 „ i * 3 . 5 | 
- g : 4 * - 
” : ” —_— - = 
f N 
a ' 
N ad 
[ c 2:77 þ 
5s The 
* , 


The EXCEPTION. 


PANHOPE has gain'd one branch of fame, 
To which; I'II prove, he has no claim. 
Say they=® His fayours he extends, 
«« Withoigg regard to wealth; or friends; 
«« Of ſuch diſintereſted ſpirit, * © | 
Nothing prevails, wich him, but merit; 
% Nay, he'll diſpenſe wit merit too; 
« When modeſt want can reach his view.“ 
Mere prejudice! tis plain to me, 
No man takes ſweeter bribes than he. 
To clear this point from any doubt, 
A parallel ſhall help me out. | 
The noble Fuuvia ſpurns at gain; 
Freely ſhe heals her lover's pain: 
But, ſurely, you'll allow me this, 
That when ſhe grants, ſhe ſhares the blifs. 
So STAwnnoPs, in each gen'rous action, 
Reaps more than half the ſatisfaction. 
& 2 


1 To 


t 1 
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To Pg Farl "of CHESTERFIELD. 
e A 44% $' { 4ald 44% : 4.1 5: + 

: AN eaſe be conſiſtent with ſtate ? n 

Can freedom and pomp thus agree? ? OY 


0 STAy Horz, who would not, be Set V et 
If eaſy in greatneſs like thee ot wy oe) 
Let ſtateſmen pretend to deſpiſs "TRE vo os 
Thoſe talents that furniſh delight, "at 


"Tis STANHOPE's. alone to be vie, e 1 
Vet pleaſure with wiſdom anita 


State burthens with form the in ol, 45 7 
Unbended' atone we bade e. Mets " L 
Too ſoon Hur grey hairs mpft control aha 
That bliſs Which our prime ſhould — dne 

Then, STANHOPE, be bleſs'd in your choice, 

; Be happy your life in each Lage: N. t en. 
While ſpirits attend you rejo ic, 
Vou' ve n en for adage; 
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| 121 4 1By the, Rev.,Dr. BROWN: Welk iy 


Inſcribed to = Right Hon. _ Lord Viſc. LonsvaLt. 
| *@{ Ai 7 5 or WA * 

Hir Manus ob Patrie am. ename 1 6 ; 

DPuique Sacerdotes caſt 1 vita manebat *. 

Duique pii Fate, & Phatho Agua li. 

Irventas aut gui Vitam excoluers per Artes, 18 

Juiguc ſui memores alias fecere merendo; ; 

Omnibus his nivea cinguntgr Tempora vitta. Vu 40. En. 6. 
— ſhall go about | | 

To coxen Fortune, and be NAS - 5 

Without the Stamp of Meru ?: SuAks razr. 


ES: all, my Lord, uſarp fair Heuous” s fame, 
Though falſe as variqus be the boaſted claim : 
Th“ anbitioys miſer * 75 baundleſs ſtore, -- 
And ee r. * h 2 

| n * IM nne His 

Verſe 1, &c. The various 30d ridiculous procafon of making 6 
Honour and Fame enumerated... TITTY | Q 

| 1M I r 4A 1 10 M 8. 

Verſe 1, Kc. ond, Tbonaeue, Valiticouryofh chiri dans le monde 
I' Ambitieux le met ſouvent à tout bruler, 
_ _ L'Avare & voir ches lui le Pactole rouler, 
Un faux brave à vanter ſa proũeſſe frivole. 


td Pr. John Brown was deſcended from a family which had been ſettled 
at Colftown, near Haddington, in Scotland. His father was a native of 
ck Duns, 


— — 


* 
- — — — 
— — > —_— — — 
— . — 
— — — — — 2 
— 2 + - - 4 a. — 
7 — — — * — 
2 


UN 
I! 1 

| 

[1 

10 
5 

1 

1 
1 
| | 
1.31, 

15 C | 


1 296. 1 


His wiſer heir derides the dotard's, ai, e nx 
And bids profuon, bribs hjm:inzoJfams,. TER 


Duns; and at we ie o vis for's Virt! Lady to the a 7 AI. 
in Northumbetland: at this place Dr. Brown wat born, 5th of Novem- 
ber 1715. He received Rs education at Wigton in Cumberland, from 
whence he was removed to the oni very of Cath buidgey where he win 
matriculated on the 18th of December 1932, and entered of St. John's 
college, under the tuition of Dr. Tunſtall, | | After taking the degree of. 
Batchelor of Arts, he veturned to Wigton, and was ordained by Dr. 
Fleming, Biſhop of Canide. Bs. Arft preferment wat to 2 miner bs. 
nonry and lecturerſhip ofthe evthbarat thorch of Gatfifte, He 1 remained 
10 obſcurity in that city feveral years; böt in the rebellion 1745) gave « 
proof both bf his ſpirit and attachment to the voyal cauſe, by acting as a 
volunteer at the, Gege of Catlifte caltle, 'Fn. 1939 he took the degree of 
* A. and ſoon after was preſented to the Hvidg of Morland in the 
county of Weſtmorland, He refigned his preferments at Carliſle in diſ- 
guſt, and removed to the metropolis ; where, by means of bis writings, 
he became known to Dr. Warburton, who Introqueed him to Lord 
Hardwick; from that nobleman he obtained the living of Great Hotkeſ. 
ley in Eſſex, which be held fevefal years, und then reſigned it, on 
being promoted to the vicatige of Newcaftle : this was Vis laſt and 
grthteſt preſerment. In the latter part of his life he had an invitation 
from the empreſs of Ruſſia, to ſuperintend a grand defign which the kad 
formed, of extending the advantages of civilization over that great em- 
pire. He accepted the offer, and actually prepared fer his journey; but 
finding bis health in too pretatious a Rate, he was dbliged to relinquiſh 
bis intention. This and ether difappointments were followed by a de- 
zection of ſpirits, towhiob he ad been often ſubject, and which greatly 
affected his reaſon. | In an interval of lunacy he us prompted to do vio- 
| lence to himſelfy eee PEE ray throat, ia the 
ten goers = _ 


2 


Oft 


tm) 
Ofe Honour, perchitig. an the ribdod's breaſt, * e29b 11:58 
Sneers at weak juſtice; and dees dh arreſt >» 2 45 20 
She dwells exulting on the Wagues ef Kings: N 
She wakes the Muſe to flight, and plumes her wings; 10 
e ſoldier views her —— en 21:2 


pedant midſt, the lamber in hie hee. 
She to fell Trenſon the ditgulſe can lend. 
And ſheath her ſword rtmorſeleſs in n friend 5: Y 
Her throne's fantaſtic pride, we often ſee 2 oy 


Rear'd on the tombs of Truth and Honeſty ; ie 
Fops , templars,—courtiers, flaves, cheats, patriots, all 
Pretend to hear, and to obey her call. 
Where fix we then ? Each boaſting thus his own, b 
Say, does tr Honour dwell with all, or none? 20 
The truth, my Lord, is clear: tough impious * 
ls ever ſelf-ador'd, ſelf · deify d r 
Though fools by paffon or.felf-loye-betray'd, 
Fall down and 2 n made ; 


A Though the are hs inonant al condo, yet trun 
Honour is a thing fix'd and determinate. 


IMYTTATION Ss. 


c | Un vrai fourhe 3 jamais ne garder ſa parole, 
3 Poẽte à noircir d' infipides Papiers, 
Ce Marquis à favoir frauder ſes erẽanciers. 

Ititerrageons marchands, financiers, gens de guerre, 

Courtifans, magjſtrats, chez eux, fi je les croi, 

I interet ne peut rien, I hongeur ſeul fait la loi. 
BoitzAv, Sat, 11. 


„„ 


Sei! does duden; fer Bonn , e "66 
O'er each grm idol emtientfy HHC 19 of homies dt nn nes 
Array'd in laſting majeſty id KN TW 
Fhrough every clime and uge, unchung'd, and one. 
But how explor'd?— Take reaſon for your guide, e 
Diſcard ſelf-love ; ſet paſiot'x xlaſb ade ;: ws 
Nor view her with the jaandie'd Tye of pride; 
Yet judge not raſbly from à partial view ' Boo \ 
Of what is wrong or right, or falſeor tue t 7 
Objects too near deceive th? obſerverꝰs » ol . 
Examine thoſe which at a diſtance lie. aer 9 
Scarce is tlie ſtructureꝰs harmony defcry'd nur) 
*Midf the tall cblumn's, and gay order's _w_ an 
Bat tow'rds the deſtinꝰd point your ſight remove, 
Aud this mall leſſen ſtill, and that improve, = | 
New beauties gain upon your wond'ring eyes, * 
And the far Whole injuft proportion riſe. © 
Thus Honout's true proportions'beſt are feen, | 


Where the due length of ages lies beten 
This ſeparates pride from' Lfeatnefs, ſhow from worth, 
* N n out 1e ally forth 5 ba py 


1 U 
* 4 * ia); 4 - 


Verſe 29. If we would form an lmpartial. judgment of * what is truly 
honourable, e muſt abſtract all eoffideritions which" regar ird dur feeds. 
Verſe 32. Not only ſo, but we Früſt remove ourſelves tb x proßkr 
Jiftuace from the object we examine, leſt forne part mould predemihate 
in our rye; andigecaſign i re e „ ad da 
* * el virg T v Ae 


22 © 4 e * 18 i 0 


_—_— OT” Pointe 


59 ] 


48 

Points out what merits praiſe, what merits blame. 
sinks in diſgrace, or riſes anto fame. 3 wy 9 80 

Come then, from paſt,examples det un hee 1 
What raiſes hate, contempt, eſteem, or love. 42 

Can greatneſs give true Honour ? ene“ 0 
Can luxury ? or; can magnificence ?. yo! $92 4 Mer 

Wild i is the purpoſe, and the Kultes im fv 
Like a vile proſtitute to bribe fair Fame; 72 7 94 
Perſpaſive. ſplendor vainly tempts her ear. 
And e'en all- potent gold is baſfled here. 55 


Ye pyramids, that once could threat the fies, 
Aſpiring tow'rs, and cloud-wrapt wonders, riſe! , 

To lateſt age your founder's pride proclaim ;: . ... - 
Record the tyrant's greatneſs; tell bis name - ..,,.. - 
No more :—The treacherous brick and mould'ring flone 6s 
Are ſunk in duſt: the boaſting title gone: 
Pride's trophies {wept by Time's derouring flood; WH 5 
Th' inſcription want, ta tell where once they flood;  -- 
But could they rival Nature, Time def 
Yet what. record but Vice or Vanity ?²œeũã 1... » 155 
His the true glory, though his name unknown, 4 85 
92, — to riſe, the ſtone; 


Verls 48. Therefore the 83 prone by pa example 
what commands our love and eſteem. 


Verſe 50, &c. Expence and 6 Their 
moſt ſplendid monuments. vaniſh; and even ſhould they laſt for ever, could 


mn EE are EEE PEN eges 
| Not 


f 3% % 


Not his, whoſe wild command fair G e 
Whilſt folly dictated, or paſſion ſway d. 
No: ſpite of greatneſs, pride and rice as . 
Shameful in pomp, conſpicuouſly. mean. : 
In vain, O Studley d, thy proud foreſts foread ; 
In vain each gilded turret-rears its head; © — 
In vain thy lord commands che ſtreams to fall. 
Extends the view, and ſptends the ſmooth canal, 73 
While guilt's black train each conſtious t lovate, ; 
And cries of orphans haunt him in the ſhade. Pa bur 


+ 1 z 4 


Miſtaken man l by crimes to bope for fame ! _— 
| Thy imag'd glory leads to-real ame; OO 
Is villany ſelf-hated-? thus to faiſe AL 


Upbraiding monuments of foul difernce 52777 file Pr 
Succeeding times, and ages yet unborn, n 
Shall view the guilty ſcenes with honeſt ſcorn 3 | 
Diſdain each beauty thy proud folly plann'd; 
And curſe the laboum of opprefiion's hand. 63 
Next, view the Hero in th' embattled fleld; 7111 
7 rue Honour's fruĩt can conqueſt's laurel yoold an 747 
Him only honour'd, only lov'd we find; "987.4 
Who fights not to deſtroy, but ſave mankind 2. 


Verſe 72, &c. Much leſs if purchas'ds by Oppreſſion and Guilt. 
_ Verſe 86, Sec. True Honour is not to be enn. 
It is * but a Joſt Cauſe that can 1 


r 


** 


Re 


en Fendi; the eee bene wo vor 
concomed jn the dark tranſactions of the year 2926", 
PzLIDpEs' 


[1 30 J | 


pris“ fury may aur anger. more, 1 len 1790 
But god-like HE is the mas us love. .. ande m 3 x : 
See William's ſword a tyrant's pride um thy abies 

See Lewis trembling under Mazum'no's. arm: 
Say, which to human kind are friends or ſoes; ant A 

And who deteſts not Theſe, and loves not Thoſe s 96 
Conqueſt urjuſt can nefert commaend-applaule;.: - ern 
'Tis not the vichry charms youu bus the cauſe 2 |". 
Not Cæſar's ſelf can ſeign the patriots part.. 
Nor his falſe virtues hide his poiſon ' d heart mon rug 2 
But round thy browa che willing Jaurels twane, -- 18d 
Whoſe voice © wak'd freedom. in the 8 eie 


ves: truly gloridus, only; great is he. Df 6 * 101 257 
Who conquers, or eee nalin fre A 
Heroes are much the ſame, argue ir 0 
« From been 0 Sal 
Like baleful camets flat ing in the fhigny > ,ͤ;Cſ 2 ll | 


At deſtin'd time th! eee e AT 
Awhile in ſtreaming luſtre ſweep along,, 

And fx in wonder”s gaze th“ oak rel Jigs, 
But reaſon's eye. detec̃ts the ſpurious ray, 110 
And the falſe blaze of glory dies away. 


N „Ae rar ron * e 
Verle 98. Du piemier des Cmſars on vante nne >> 
Mais dans quel-tribupal, juge ſuivant les-loix, + 
| n. Au 4 
| a * 11. 
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- © GusTavus Vasa, 


1 Now 


L. 36 3 


Now all th* aerial alert ufig 
The mazy rounds U ſciente ie rr re 
Search all he def Hal bf d naked fe ftv 
And ſee, if there ber Mondul Gi Und n 
Alas, nor wit ur ſevee this cu bonn 
On: daſh' d with Errors oft in caprite en! 
Trauſient as Wight the' ſhort-liv'd bibles ff n 
And modes of with und modes of ſeiefice die. * 41 
See RabVlais age tnt dati or me eee 20 
Yet now negleQed hes che fmitied page? © aan, 
Or once renown'd Des Cartes ho] 169 me , a 
His glory withtiv-whitlpodls van a?: 
See folly, wit—and wekefs; witdom Rafz: 5 
And Villats witty Bacon wiſe in Vüln !: 7 en 4 155 
Ot vice corruyts what ſenſe and pate tene, 
And clouds we lender of che bjighthithhe, © © 2p 
Abet Be unt 


Mal NG 22 


Sullies what Congrey 
This, faſhion'sflave-3'as that, the nabe 0 Wie.” | 
A Dien I 2352 YAs 6371951 e ade 

| Verſe116, Nejther js true ho fig he obtain win'd by wit or ſelesce: They 
are chimerical + Sometimes attended with f. Ny... and. weakneſs ; oftes 
Hiined with vice; and reader their podſeſfor kietods and infamous, 


1 I 8 1491.7) Tal 895 
111 L AT. TOW AL. 7 263 bag) : 
Vere 146. Je ne puis eftimer res davgereux auteurs, * 
"Qui 45 Fhouncur en vers infames deſerteurs; 
Trahiſſant la vertu fur uh papier coùgabie, a 
Aus yeux de leut lefieirs rendent le Yice aimable.— 
40 rain. J'eſprit eſt plein d'un noble vigueur; 
be vert ſe ſent ton jour des baſefſer du caur, | F 
Dorxrav; rau Poet, Cb. 4. 


. In 


140 


* 


13 ] 


In vais fair Genius bids the lagreſ not, 33 
The deadly worm thus eating at the root:: 
Corroded thus, che greeneſt wreaths decays, -. 
And all the pogt's honours fall away 3. je 7 16 4 
Quick as autumnal leayes, the laurels fade, n 23 K 
And drop on Regheſter's and; Qrway's heads, „ , 85 
| Where then, is found Tau Honopk, heavenly, mat 
Aſk, LowsDAyBy ak yopr heartmſhe diftatestheges. | 
Yes: tis in Var That alone can: gives; 17. 
The laſting honour, and bid glory live e wiyh 467 
On Virtue” 4 baſis only fame can niſe, a t $24. bf 
To ſtand the ſtorms of age, and reach. the; fig: : „ 
Arts, conqueſt, greatneſs, feel.the ſtroke. of ſate, tho? 2445! 
Shrigk, ſudden, and betray he, incumbent, weight a7 ;,., 
Time with contempt, the fauhleG props ſurveys,.....:. «- -; 
% And buries madmen i inthe, heaps. they raiſe, , 145 
'Tis Virtye only can the bard inſpire... - d toit. 


And fill his raptur'd breast with laſing dee: 1 
Touch'd by th' ethexcal ray each kindled line 


Beams' firopg ; ' till Virtue feeds the flame divine 8 

Where-e" er The treads ſhe leaves her footſteps . 1 5 

In radiant tracts of never- dying light; 

Theſe ſhed the luſtre o'er each Tacred babes, 

Give Spxntsrn's clear, "and "SuAtsprane) 's relle fame ; ; 

Blaze to the ſkies in Mir ron $ ardent ſong... . 

And kindle the briſk · ſallying are of Lo 155 
Verſe 138. The foundation of true Honour is Virtue only. 


Verſe 153. It is Vittue only that gives the poet laſting glory: * 
proved by inſtance. « 
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Theſe gild each humble verie in modeſt Gr: 
Theſe give to SW1#* the keen, ſoul· piercing ray; 
Mildly through #v dt50x”s chaſte page they wine, 

And glow and warm if Po>#'s immortal Tine, 

Nor leſs the fage mult live by Virtue's dd; _ 
Trath muſt ſupport him; br Rib glories f ade; A 
And Suk ute virtur differ Bat in name: 10 | 
Like light and tear——tiftinguilt?d, yer the fime. 

To trätk and wirtue the aſcent is fure'; 
The wholeſome ſtream ĩmplies the founrafn pure; 16; 
To'taſte the ſpring we oft eff) In vin? 

Deep lies the foutce; ro ſhort is reaſon's chain ; 

But thoſe the iſfues of pure truth we know, F>wpno- , 

Which in clear ſtrengtk through virtue euantef f,: 1 

Error in vain attempts the wul Aiſguiſ e, 5 : li 

Still taſted in che bitter Water bt vice 

Drawn from the ſprings of Falſchoot' all confeſs 

Each baneful drop chat poſforis happineſs ; 

Gordon's thin ſhallows, Firth Vs muddy page, ö 

And unt gal, ant Wotlſon's forious 47 8 
| | e 4 


3 2821 


Den 5 23,27 
Verſe Ba The philoſopher — EAA bop for true glory 3 1 
ſame ſouxce z becauſe Truth is his objeft, and nothing can be Truth that 
tends to deſlroy Virtue and Happineſs. 
Verſe 194. Hence appears the madheſt Allen, and falſehood of thoſe 
defirutive ſchemes ſet on foot by the ſect called Free-thinkers, = 


x4 ROB A- ROK S8. 
56 e The. Work here charaRerized is intitled, 


6s The Independent Whig, or a Defence of our ecclefaftien} Eftabliſh- 
ment 3 


1 3⁰⁸ ] 


Th' envenom' di ſtream that lows from. Toland's quill, 
And the rank dregs of Hobbes and Mandeville. 
Deteſted names I yet ſentenc'd neꝰer to die: 

Snatch id from oblivion's grave by jafamyl, * „tte, 
InſeQ-opinjona, hateb/d by fally's rah, 17590 
Baſk in the beam that ung d chew. far . 4: bak 
Re „ rere 

R E M A RR $86! „ 4 $i gil 5 56 

meat: Yet it may bo truly affirmed, that tbere ie not obe Inſiitutſon 
of the Church of Egglagd, but what is there miſrepreſented, and ride 
culed with the loweſt and moſt deſpicabls, ſcurrili . | ĩ 
Tindal $ muddy \ Page 1] Alludiog to the confuſion Hep, which that 


dull writer hbouts under. 

Mort] HOARY b Gu, Arif bg in ckeclteot Grite 1 We 
te by the peculiar NHetey uf a good thaice; having learned his Morality 
« of our, Tindalz and his Philosophy of your | the: Jews] Spinoza, cally 
« kgs by the courteſy of England, a Moral Philoſopher,” 1 

Div, Leg. of Moſes dem, ly hog Hh ate ag 

Told] Anoyel iy ora ed cies of Atheiſm LN. 


Pantheiſm. a 

© Hobbes, ] It is content 1605 4 win bf Genius and Learning: V 
through a ridiculous affe&arion of being regarded as the founder of 
Syſtems, he has advanced many things even below confutation. 


abſurdity, , The Fable af the Bes, Or private Vices, public, Benefits.” 
The reader who is acquainted with the writings of thoſe Gentlemen, will 


probably obſerve a kind of climax in this place ; aſgending from, thoſe 


who hare attempted to defiroy the ſeveral fences of * to te s 


boars of the wood that root it up. - 
Verſe 180. Falſchood ſhortolived N 1 eternal. 


. ITY "Truth, 


Mandeville. } The Author of that monſtrous heap of contradiction and 
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16 
Truth, Phœnix- like immortal, though ſhe _ 5 
With ſtrength-renew'd'ſhall from her aſhes He. 
See, how the luſtre of ti Armuzxian e 0 

Shines through the lengthen'd gloom of many al caſe i 
Virtue alone ſo wide the beam could ſpread, 

And throw thelafting glory round his head. 

See NEW Tox chaſe conjecture's twilight ray, 

And light up nature into certain daß! 

He wide creation's trackleſs mazes tod; 1906 
And in each atom found the tuling God. e 
Unrival'd pair l with truth and virtue Wet 

Whoſe tives confirm'd whate'er their reaſon My, J 
"Whoſe far-ſtretch'd views, and, bright examples join'd 
Gn t' enlighten and perſuade mankiad! 195 

names rever'd !. which time and. truth proclaim 
The firſt and faireſt in the lift of fame. 8 
Kings, ſtateſmen, patriots, thus to ay riſe; ; 
On virtue grows their fame, or ſoon it dies; 3 
But grafted on the vigorous ſtock, "ris ſeen . 200 


Brighten'd by age, and ſprings in endleſs green. W 


' Verſe n nee eee 
ee eee —— yer A AO 
knowledge, >U, 5 

- Verſe 198, . Kings uten, and patio, ait dit thr on 
en Virtue. 
Chet Se. — — 
4 SOCRATES: 


N b . 
ud 
£1 - Pride, 
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Pride, folly, yiee; may blofſam for an hour, 

Fed by court ſun-ſfuine, and poetic ſhow'r ; 
But the pale tendrils, nurs'd by flattery's hand, 
Unwearied tendance, reſh ſupplies demand; 205 
By heats unnatural puſh'd to ſudden growth, 
They ficken at th' inclement blaſts of truth; 
Shook by the weakeſt breath that paſſes by, 
Their colours fade, they wither, droop, and die. 


5 
"Tis Virtue only that ſhall grow with time, 210 
Live through euch age, and ſptead through every clime. 
See god- like patrĩots gen'rous, wiſe, and good, : 
Stand in the breach; and ſtem corruption's flood! 

See martyr-biſhops at the ſtake expire, 

Smile on the faggot, and defy its fire! 215 

How great in exile Hr and ToLLy ſhone! | 

How AL#kz»*s virtues brighten'd all his throne ! 

From worth like this unbidden glories ſtream ; 

Nor borrow'd blaze it aſks, nor fortune's beam ; 

Affliction's gloom: but makes ir ſtill more bright, 220 
As the clear lamp ſhines cleareſt in the night, 


Verſe 204. Flattery cannot raiſe folly or vice into true glory. 

See martyr-biſhops, &c.] The catalogue of theſe heroes, through the 
ſeveral ages of Chriſtianity, is too large to be inſerted in a work of this 
nature: Thoſe of our own Country were RivLzY, LATIMER, and the 
good (though leſs fortunate) Cnanmze, | 

— 


: Earl of Clarendon, 4 
U 2 | Thus 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Thus various hotiours various ſtates adornn, 
As different ſtars with different glories burn; AA bs 


Their orbs too wider, as their ſphere is higher; 


Yet all partake the ſame celeſtial ne. 225 

See then heav'n's endleſs bounty, and confeſs, 
Which gives in Virtue fame and-happineſs ; 

See mankind's folly, who the boon deſpiſe, 
And graſp at pain and infamy in Vice! 

Not ſo the man who mov'd by Virtue's laws, 230 
Reveres himſelf—and gains, not ſeeks applauſe;; 
Whole views concenter'd all to Virtue'tend ;/- 7 
Who makes true glory but his ſecond end: 
Still ſway'd by what is fit, and juſt, and true, 


Who gives to all whate'er to all is due; 233 
When parties mad ſedition's garb put nm,, 


Snatches the higheſt praiſe, - and is of nune 
Whilſt round and round the veering patriots roll, | 
Unſhaken points to Truth, as to his pole: 
Contemns alike what factions praiſe or blame: 240 
O'er rumour's narrow orbit; ſoars to fame: Trent 
Unmov'd whilſt malice barks, or envy howls, 


Walks firm to virtue through the ſcoffs of fools ; 


Verſe 222. Thus it appears that every one has the power of obtaining 
true honour, by promoting the happineſs of mankind in his proper ſta- 
tion, X | | 

Verſe 226. And thus the love of fame, though often perverted to bad 
ends, is naturally conducive to virtue and happineſs, a 

Verſe 230, &c, True honour characteris'd and exemplify d. 


No 


t 3 J 
No minian flatters; gains no ſelfiſh end? 
His own his King's his country's mankind's friend; — 
Him Virtue crowns with wreaths that ne'er decay; 246 
And glory cireles him with endleſs day. 
Such he who deep in VIxõ rs roots his fame; 
And ſuch through ages ſhall be Los DALE's name. 
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O DE to a WATER NY Mx k. 
a NR inen 
By Mr. Mas 0 N. 
a 8 > 


e en nnn 
E green-hait'd nymphs? whom Pax allows 
To tend this ſweetly-folemn * Wood, 
To ſpeed the ſhooting ſcions into boughs, 
And call the roſeate bloſſoms from the bud; 
But chief, thou Na TA, wont fo long to lead 
This fluid cryſtal ſparkling as it flows; 
Whither, ah ! whither art thou fled ? 
What ſhade is conſcious to thy Woes? 
Ah ! 'tis yon poplar's awful gloom; 
Poetic eyes can pierce the ſcene,” 
Can ſee thy drooping head, thy with'ring bloom, 
See grief diffug'd ver all thy languid mien. 


z A ſeat near , finely ſituated with a great command of water, but 
diſpoſed in a very falſe taſte, which gave occaſion to this Ode, 
U 3 Well 
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Well ra; thow 4 wear misfortune's- Kinda air, 
Well rend thoſe flow'ry honours from thy brow, 
Devolve that length of careleſs hair, 
And give yon azure veil to flo, 
Looſe to the wind. For ah l thy pain 
The pitying Muſe can well relate: 
Ah! let her, plaintive, pour the tend'reſt ſtrain, 
To teach the Echoes thy diſaſtrous fate. 
Twas where the alder's cloſe-knit ſhade entwin'd 
(What time the dog-ſtar's fires intenſely burn,) 
In gentleſt indolence reclin'd, 
Beſide your ever-trickling urn 
You ſlept ſerene ; all free from fears, 
No friendly dream foretold your harm, 
When ſudden, ſee! the tyrant Art appears 
To ſnatch the liquid treaſures from thy arm. 
Art, Gothick Art, has ſeiz'd thy darling vaſe, 
That vaſe which filver-ſlipper'd Thetis gave, 
For ſome ſoft ſtory told with grace, 
Amid th' affociates of the wave; 
When in ſequeſter'd coral vales, 
While worlds of waters roll'd above, 
The circling ſea-nymphs told alternate tales 
Of fabled changes, and of lighted love. 
Ah! loſs too juſtly mourn'd ! for now the fiend 
Has on yon ſhell-wrought terras pois'd it high, 
And thence he bids its ſtreams deſcend, 
With torturing regularity ; 


From 
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From ſtep to ſtep wick ſullen found $4142 v4 Had 
The forc'd caſeades indignant leapy + © O 
Till pent they fill.the' baſon's meaſur\ Crowd, 
There in a dull ſtagnation doom'd to fleep. 4941 7“ 
Loſt is the voeal pebblez gurgling f - © + 


The rill ſoft-dripping from its mee ee 
No free munder winds along, 28 Tur 
Or eurls, when Zephyr waves his wits! | 
Theſe charms, alas l are now no more 
Fortune, oh! give me to redeem 

The raviſh'd vaſe ; oh ! give me to reſtore 

Its priſtine honours to this hapleſs ſtream ! 

Then, Nymph, again, with all their native eaſe, 

Thy wanton waters, volatile and free, 
Shall wildly warble, as they pleaſe, 
Their ſoft loquacious harmony. | 
Where-e'er they vagrant chuſe to rove, 
There will I lead, not förce their way, 

Whether to gloom beneath the ſhady grove, 

Or in the mead reflect the ſparkling ray. 

Not HacLzy's various ſtream ſhall thine ſurpaſs, 

Though Nature, and her LyTTzL.Tox ordain 
That there the Nartap band ſhould grace 
With every watry charm the plain ; 
That there the frequent rills ſhould roll, 
And health to every flower diſpenſe, 

Free as their maſter pours from all his ſoul 


The gen'rous tide of warm benevolence ; 
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Should now glide ſweetly plaintive-thee the nals 
In melting murmurs-querulouſly low /: 


Soft as, that maſter's love-lorn/tale, 
When Luvor calls forth all "ry 


+, * 
— " 


— 


* 


Should now fram ſieepy beights deſcend, 
Deep thund”ring the rough rocks amongs 


Loud as the praiſe applauding ſenates lend, 3 
When England's cauſe inſpires his glowing nge. 
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pe THE 
Mzxony of Mr. POPE. 


In lmitacio of MiLrox's Lycidas. 


v che Same 


ER I catch the nod; ade call the Muſe 
If yet a Muſe on Britain's plain abide, | 

Since rapt Mus æ us tun'd his parting ſtrain : 

Wich him they liv'd, with him perchance they dy'd.. 

For who e' er ſince their virgin train eſpy d, 

Or on the banks of Thames, or that mild plain, 

Where Ifis ſparkles to the ſunny ray? 

Or have they deign'd to play, 

Where Camus winds along his broider'd vale, 

Feeding each white pink, and each daiſy pied, 

That mingling paint his ruſhy-fringed fide ? 
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Yet ah ! celeſtial maids, ye are not dead; 
Immortal as ye are, e may not dig: 

And well I ween, ye cannot quite be fled, 

Ere ye entune his mournful elegy.. 

Stay then awhile, O ſtay, ye fleeting fair; 

Reviſit yet, nor hallow'd Hippocrene, 

Nor Theſpia's ſnade; till your harmonious teen 

Be grateful pour d on ſome ſlow-ditted air. 

Such tribute paid, again ye may repair | 

To what lov'd haunt you whilom did elect; 

Whether Lycæus, or that mountain fair 

Trim Menelaus, with piny verdure deck 4. 

But now it boots you not in theſe to ſtray, 

Or yet Cyllene's hoary ſhade to chuſe, 

Or where mild Ladon's ſwelling waters play. 

Forego each vain excuſe, - 

And haſte to Thames's ſhores ; for Thames ſhall j _ 

Our ſad ſociety, and paſſing mourn, 

Letting cold tears bedew his filver urn. 

And, when the poet's wither'd grot he laves, 

His reed-crown'd locks ſhall ſhake, his head ſhall bow, 

His tide no more in eddies blithe ſhalt rove, 

But creep ſoft by with long-drawn murmurs flow. 

For oft the poet rous'd his charmed waves 

With martial notes, or lull'd with ſtrains of love. 

He muſt not now in briſk meanders flow 

Gameſome, and kiſs the fadly-filent ſhore, ' 


Without the loan of ſome poetic woe. 
Can 
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Can I forget how erſt his ofiers made 
Sad ſulleti-maſic; as bleak Eurus funn'd ? 
Can I forget, how gloom'd yon laureat _ 
Ere death remorſeleſs wav'd his ebon wand ? 
How, midſt yon grot, each filver-trickling * 
Wander'd the ſhelly channels all among; " 
While as the coral roof did ſoftly ring 
Reſponſive to their ſweetlydoleful ſong rg 
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Meanwhile all pale th* — — Lia "74 "we ; 
And ſunk his awful head, b at? 
While vocal ſhadows pleaſing dreams gere Kat. 
For ſo, his fick'ning ſpirits to releaſe, ' 3 


They pour'd the balm of vifionary peace. 
Firſt, ſent from Cam's fair banks, like Palmer old, 

Came Tirrus ſlow, with head all filver'd o'er, 

And in his hand an oaken crook he bore 

And thus in. antique guiſe ſhort talk did hold. af x 

« Grete clerk of Fame is houſe; whoſe eee 

«© Maie wele befitt thilk place- of eminence, ' 

«© Mickle of wele betide thy houres laſt, 

„For mich gode wirke'to me don and paſt, 

For ſyn the daies whereas my lyre ben green, 

And deftly many a mery laie L ſongen, (A 

Old Time; which alle things dowmalicioufly,'' © 

K with ny tooth continually /,, 


ere re T1. 90 MA 


2 Tityrus, &c.] i, e. CuAvexx, a name 2 given mop by 
Spenſer, © Wen Fel. 2. 6% 1a 7 and elſe where. 
— Onattrid 


: -* * 
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46 Gnattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben, 
Till at the laſt thou ſmoothen hem haſt again: 
«« Sithence full ſemely gliden my rhymes rude, _ 
« As, (if fitteth thilk ſimilitude) r 
«© Whanne ſhallow brooke yrenneth hobling on, 
«« Ovir rough ſtones it maken full rough ſong; 
% But, them ſtones removen, this lite rivere FER 
« Stealen forth by, making pleaſant e 7 
«« So my ſely rhymes, whoſo may them note, 
«© Thou maken everichone to ren tight ſote; 
And in my yerſe entuneth. ſo fete... 
«© That men ſayen I make trewe melde, 
« And ſpeaken every dele to myne honoure. * 
Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting our! 
Head idea ohh 
He 3 his homely rhyme. -.- 
When *® Colis.,CLour,Eliza's ſhepherd * 
The blitheſt lad that ever pip'd on plain, 
Came with his reed ſoſt-warbling on the way. 
And thrice he bow'd his head with motion mild, 
And thus his gliding, numbers | ans 
a" NI I. 0 * 
28 Ah! ! "lacklahs 1 Par thay. lorn, 
Who once like me couldſt frame thy pipe to play 
6s Shepherds deviſe, and,chear the ling'ring morn : 
«© Ne buſh, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay. 
%% Ah 


v Colin Clout, Ji. be e. Seanens 4 bich name he gives himfal thraugh- 
out his works, 


e Tht tuo firſt ſtanzas of this ſpeech, as they relate to Paſtoral, 
are 


39 J 


c« Ah plight too fore ſuch worth to equal right! 
«« Ah worth too high to meet ſuck piteous plight? 


| __ — 
«© But I nought ſtrive, poor Colin, to compare 
c« My Hobbin's, or my Thenot's ruſtic {kill 
To thy deft Swains, whoſe dapper ditties rare 
«« Surpaſs ought elſe of quainteſt ſhepherd*s quilt. 

« Ey'n Roman Tityrus, that peerleſs wight, 

«© Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight. 


| III. 
„ Eke when in Fable's flow'ry path you ſtray'd, 
% Maſking in cunning feints Truth's ſplendent face ; 

«« Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 
% To ſhield Belinda's lock from felon baſe, 
„But all mote nought avail ſuch harm to chaſe, 
„ Than Una fair gan droop her princely mein, 
« Eke Florimel, and all my Faery race : 
*« Belinda far ſurpaſt by beauties ſheen, 
*« Belinda, fubje& meet for ſuch ſoft lay I ween. 
IV. | 
* Like as in villag'd troop of birdlings trim, 
Where Chanticleer his red creſt high doth hold, 
« And quaking Ducks, that wont in lake to ſwim, 
And Turkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold; 
xe written in the meaſure which Spenſer uſes in the firſt eclogue of the 
Shepherd's Calendar ; the reſt, where he ſpeaks of Fable, are in the ſtanza 
ef the Faery „ 
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«« If chance the Peacock doth his plumes unfold, 
e Iftſoons their meaner beauties all decaying, 
He gliſt'neth purple, and he gliſt'neth gold, 
* Now with bright green, now blue himſelf arraying. 
« Such js thy W all other beauties ſwaying. 


ur * . 3 4\ of Nei wt 


V. Au] 4 
a But why, do I 2 chis toyiſh 8 
« And fancies light in fimple guiſe pourtray * 
«« Liſting to chear thee at this rueful time, | 
„ While as black Death doth on thy heartſtrings prey. 
Vet rede aright, and if this friendly lay 
«« Thou nathleſs judgeſt all too ſlight . | 
4 Let my well-meaning mend my ill eſſay: 
> 80 may I greet thee with a nobler ſtrain, 
«« When ſoon we meet for aye, in * 8 plain.“ 
Laſt came 2 bard of ma more exalted 1 
And 4 Tarz41s hight by Dryad, Fawn, or Swain, 
Whene'er he mingled with the ſylvan train; 4 
But ſeldom that; for higher thoughts he fed; 
For him full oft the heav'nly Muſes led 
To clear Euphrates, and the ſecret mount, 
To Araby, and Eden, fragrant eie 
All which the ſacred bard would oft recount: 
4 Hight Thyrſis.] i. e. MiL rox. Lycidas, and the Epitaphium Da- 
monig, are the only Paſtorals we have of Milton's ; in the latter of which, 
where he laments Car, Deodatus under the name of Damon, be calls 


Kimfelf Dhyrf an a 
9. 
8 vey 2 7 $3} 1 


L 321 ] 


And thus in ſtrain, unus'd in grove or ſhade, 
To ſad Mus æ us „ homage api 


«© Thrice hail, thou dee e warbler, laſt and beſt 
« Of all the train! Poet, in whom-conjoin'd 
« All that to ear, or heart, or head, could yield 
% Rapture; harmonious, manly, clear, ſublime ! 
« Accept this gratulation: may it chear 
« Thy ſinking ſoul ; nor theſe corporeal ills 
« Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, in high heav'n 
« Fame blooms eteryal o'er that ſpirit divine, 
« Who builds immortal verſe. There thy bold Muſe, 
« Which while on earth could breathe Mzonian fire, 
* Shall ſoar ſeraphic heights ; while to her voice 
% Ten thouſand Hierarchies of angels harp 
% Symphonious, and with dulcet harmonies 
* Uſher the ſong rejoicing. I meanwhile, 
% To ſooth thee in theſe irkſome hours of pain, 
« Approach thy viſitant, with mortal laud 
“To praiſe thee mortal. Firſt, (as firſt beſeems) 
% For rhyme ſubdu'd ; rhyme, erſt the minſtrel rude 
„ Of Chaos, Anarch old: ſhe near his throne 
** Oft taught the rattling elements to chime 
* With tenfold din; till late to earth upborn 
“On ſtrident wing, what time fair poeſie 
** Emerg'd from Gothic cloud, and faintly ſhot 
* Rekindling gleams of luſtre. Her the fiend 
Oppreſs d; forcing to utter uncouth dirge, 
* Runic, or Leonine ; and with dire chains 
Vor. III. X « Fetter'd 
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„ Fetter'd her ſcarce-fledg'd pinion. I ſuch bands 
« Aim'd to deſtroy, miſtaking ; bonds like theſe 
«« *Twere greater art t' ennoble, and refine, 
% For this ſuperior part Mus æ us came: 
„% Thou cam'ſ, and at thy magic touch the chains 
% Off dropt, and (paſſing ſtrange !) ſoft-wreathed bands 
« Of flow'rs their place ſupply'd ! which well the Muſe 
* Might wear fox choice, not force ; obſtruction none, 
« But lovelieſt ornament. Wondrous this, yet here 
«© The wonder reſts not; various argument 
«© Remains for me, all doubting, where to cull 
“ The primal grace, where countleſs graces charm, 
« Various this peaceful ſcene, this mineral roof; 
This *ſemblance meet of coral, ore, and ſhell ; 
„ Theſe pointed cryſtals fair, mid each obſcure 
< Bright gliſt'ring ; all theſe lowly dripping rills, 
« That tinkling tray amid the cooly cave. 
<< Yet not this various peacefyl ſcene ; with this 
< Its mineral roof; nor this aſſemblage meet 
Of coral, ore, and ſhell ; nor mid th' obſcure 
« Theſe pointed cryſals, gliſt'ring fair; nor rills, 
«© That ftraying tinkle through the cooly cave; 
ce Deal charms more various to each raptur'd ſenſe, 
© Than thy mellifluous lay, —” 
| « Ceaſe, friendly ſwain;” 
(Mus æ us cry'd, and rais'd his aching head) 
« All praiſe is foreign, but of true deſert z 


« Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart. 
| « Ah! 


* 


[ * 1. 

r Ah! why recall the toys of thoughtleſs youth # 

% When flow'ry fiction held the place of truth: 

« When fancy rul'd ; when trill'd each trivial ſtraĩn, 
« But idly ſweet, and elegantly vain. 

« Oh! in that ſtrain, if all of wit had flow'd; 

« All muſic warbfed, and all beauty glow'd ; 

« Had livelieſt nature, happieſt art combin'd, 

« That lent each grace, and this each grace refin'd ; 
« Alas ! how little were my prondeſt boaft ! 

© The ſweeteſt tri fler of my tribe at molt. 


© To ſway the judgment, while he charms the ear 
« To curb mad paſſion in its wild career: 
0 To blend with fill, as loftieſt themes inſpire, 
« All reaſon's rigour, and all fancy's fire; 
Be this the poet's praiſe ;| with this uncrown'd, 
« Wit dies a jeſt, and poetry a ſound. 


Come then that honeſt fame; whoſe ſober ray 
Or gilds the ſatire, or the moral lay, 
© Which dawns,tho' thou, rough Dox xx ! hew out the line, 
But beams, ſage Horace, from each ſtrain of thine, 
O! if, like theſe, one poet more could brave 
* The venal ſtateſman, or the titled ſlave ; 
Brand frontleſs Vice, ſtrip all her ſtars and firings, 
Nor ſpare her baſking in the ſmile of kings: 
Vet ſtoop to Virtue, though the proſtrate maid 
Lay ſadly pale in bleak misfortune's ſhade : 
If grave, yet lively; rational, yet warm; 
Clear to convince, and eloquent to charm ; 
X2 c« He 


1. 34.1 


«© He pour'd, for her loy'd cauſe, ſerene along 

«© The pureſt precept, in the ſweeteſt Tong : 

For her Jov'd cauſe, he trac'd his moral plan, 

« Yon various region of bewild'ring man: 

«© Explor'd alike each ſcene, that frown'd or ſmil'd, 
«© The flow'ry garden, or the weedy wild; 

«© Unmov'd by ſophiſtry, unaw'd by name, 

No dupe to doctrines, and no fool to fame: 
Led by no ſyſtem's devious glare aſtray, 

«« As earth-born meteors glitter to betray : 

«© But all his ſoul to reaſon's rule reſign'd, 

«© And heav'n's own views fair op'ning on his mind, 
«« Catch'd from bright nature's flame the living ray, 
«© Through paſſion's cloud pour'd in refiſtleſs day; 
And this great truth in all its luſtre ſhew'd, 

„ That God 1s wis, and ALL CREATION GooD; 
«© If this his boaſt, pour here the welcome lays : 

« Praiſe leſs than this, is impotence of praiſe.” 

* To pour that praiſe be mine,” fair VIX Tus cry'd, 
And ſhot all radiant, through an op' ning cloud. 
But'ah ! my Muſe, how will thy voice expreſs 

Th' immortal ſtrain, harmonious, as it flow'd ? 
IIl ſuits immortal train a Doric dreſs : 
And far too high already haſt thou ſoar'd. 
Enough for thee, that, when the lay was o'er, 
The goddeſs claſp'd him to her throbbing breaſt, 
But what might that my 7 Blind Fw before 

. Had 


„ * © q 
* „ 
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Had op'd her ſhears, to lit his vital thread; 
And who may hope gainſay her ſtern beheſt ? . 


Then thrice he wav'd the hand, thrice bow'd the head, 
And figh'd his ſoul to reſt, 


Then wept the Nymphs ; witneſs, ye waving ſhades ! 
Witneſs, ye winding ſtreams ! the Nymphs did weep ; 
The heav'nly Goddeſs too with tears did fteep 
Her plaintive voice, that echo'd through the glades ; 
And, “ cruel gods,“ and cruel ſtars,” ſhe cry'd : 
Nor did the ſhepherds, through the woodlands wide, 
On that ſad day, or to the penſive brook, 

Or ſtagnant river, drive their thirſty flocks ; 

Nor did the wild-goat brouze the ſteepy rocks; 

And Philomel her cuſtom'd oak forſook ; 

And roſes wan were wav'd by zephyrs wo, 

As nature's ſelf was fick ; 

And every lily droop'd its velvet head; 

And groan'd each faded lawn, and leafleſs grove ; ; 
Sad ſympathy ! yet ſure his rightful meed, 

Who charm'd all nature; well might Nature mourn 
Through all her ſweets ; and flow'r, and lawn, and ſhade, 
All vocal grown, all weep Mus æ us dead. 


Here end we, Goddeſs : this your ſhepherd ſang, 
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove. 
O! make it worthy of the ſacred bard, 
And make it equal to the ſhepherd's love. 
Nor thou, Mus æ us, from thine ear diſcard, 
X 3 For 


Jad 


1 325 J 


For well I ween thou hear'ſt my doleful ſong :; 
Whether mid angel troops, the ſtars among, 
From golden harps thou call'ſt ſeraphic lays s 

Or, anxious for thy deareſt Virtue's fare, 
Thou ſtill art hov'ring o'er her tuneleſs ſphere, 
And mov'ſt ſome hidden ſpring her weal to raiſe. 


Thus the fond ſwain on Doric cat eſſay d, 
Manhood's prime honours downing on his cheek : 
'Trembling he ſtrove to court the tuneful maid 
With ſtripling arts, and dalliance all too weak; 
Unſeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn ſhade. 
But now dun clouds the welkin gan to ftreak ;. 


And now down-dropt the larks, and ceas'd their ſtrain : 


They ceas'd, and with them ceas'd the ſhepherd ſwain, 


N 
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O whilt along tht ftream of Time thy Name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame ; 
Say, ſhall my little bargus attendant ſail, 
Purſue the triumph, and partake the gale ? 
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He died 30 May, 1744. 
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PART I. 


F the end and of Satire. The love of glory and 
fear of ſhame univerſal, ver. 2 T his paſſion, implanted 
in man as a ſpur to virtue, is generally perverted, v. 41. And 
thus becomes. the occaſion of the greateſt fullies, vices, and miſe- 
ries, v. 61. It is the work of Satire to-refify this paſſin, 
to reduce it te its proper channel, and to convert it into an in- 
centive to wiſdom and virtue, v. 89. Hence it appears that 
Satire may influence thoſe who defy all laws human and di- 
vine, v. 99. An objefion anſwered, v. 131. 
ET” PART I. £1 
Rules for the conduct of Satire. Juice and truth its 
chief and eſſential property, v. 169. Prudence in the application 
of wit ridicule, <whoſe province is, not to explore unknown, 
to enforce known truths, v. 191. Proper /ubjeds of Satire 
are the manners of preſent times, v. 239. Decency of expreſſion 
recommended, v. 255. The different methogs in which folly and 
vice oug ht to he chaſtiſed, v. 269. Th variety flyle and manner 
ewhich theſe two ſuljects require, v. 277. The praiſe of virtue 
may be admitted with propriety, v. 315. Caution with regard 
to paneg yric, v. 319. The dignity of true Satire, v. 331; 


PART Ut. 


The hiſtory of Satire, Roman Satirifs, Lucilius, Ho- 
race, Perſius, Juvenal, v. 347, Cc. Cauſes of the decay of 
literature, particularly of Satire, v. 379. ival of Satire, 
v. 391. Eraſmus one of its principal reſtorers, v. 395. Donne, 
v. 401. The abuſe of Satire in England, during the licentious 
reign of Charles II. v. 405. Dryden, v. 419. The true ends 
4 Satire purſued by Boileau in France, v. 429 ; and by Mr. 

0 


pe in England, v. 435» 
AN 


AN 


ESSAY on SATIRE, 


PART I. 


1 gave the word; the cruel arrow ſped ; 
And Pops lies number'd with the mighty dead! 
Reſign'd he fell; ſuperior to the dart, 
That quench'd its rage in Yours and BxiTain's heart: 
| You 
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vov mourn: But BriTain, lull'd in reſt desen. 5 
(Unconſeious Britain.) | Aumbers o'er her wound. ö 
Exulting Dulneſs d che ſetting Alt me" 
And flapp'd her wing, impatient! for the night ; 3 
Rous'd at the ſignal, Guilt colleQs | train, 

And counts the triumphs of her growing reign : : 
With inextinguiſhable rage they burn, 
| And ſnake-hung Envy biſſes oer his urn: 
Th envenom'd monſters fpit their deadly 
Toad the * * foftgunds his tomb, * 2 
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4. "7 Ne. fembla Were 
You trace the chain cer Tek his deep deſign, 

And ppur new luſtre on the glowing line. 

Yet deign to hear the efforts of a Muſe, | 
Whoſe eye, not wing, his ardent flight purſues ; 
Intent from this grbat-archetype to draw 25 
| Sartine's bright form, and fix her equal law; 

Pleas'd if from hence ch' unlearn'd may comprehend, 
And rev'rence His and SaTire's generous end. 


In every breaft there burns an active flame, 
The love of glory, or the dread of ſhame : 30 


Tube pen On, theugh various it appenr, 
| Asbrighten'd into hope, or dimm'd by fear. 


The 
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The liſping infant, and the hoary fire, 
And youth and manhood feel the heart - born bre 3 
The charms of praiſe the coy, the modeſt woo, 
And only fly, that glory may purſue : 

She, power reſiſtleſs, rules the wiſe and great; 
Bends ev'n reluctant hermits at her feet: 

Haunts the proud city, and the lowly ſhade, 

And ſways alike the fcepter and the ſpade, 


Thus heav'n in pity wakes the friendly flame, 
To urge mankind on deeds that merit fame: 
But man, vain man, in folly only wiſe, 
Rejects the manna ſent him from the ſkies : 
With rapture hears corrupted paſſion's call, 
Still proudly prone to mingle with the ſtall. 
As each deceitful ſhadow tempts his view, 
He for the imag'd ſubſtance quits the true: 
Eager to catch the viſionary prize, 

In queſt-of glory plunges deep in vice; 
Till madly zealous, impotently vain, 
He forfeits every praiſe he pants to gain. 


Thus ſtill imperious Nature plies her part; 
And ſtill her dictates work in every heart. 
Each pow'r that ſov'reign Nature bids enjoy, 
Man may corrupt, but man can ne'er deſtroy. 
Like mighty rivers, with reſiſtleſs force 
The paſſions rage, obſtructed in their courſe ; 
Swell to new heights, forbidden paths explore, 
And drown thoſe virtues which they fed before, 

10 
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And ſure, the deadlieſt foe to virtue's flame, 
Our worſt of evils, is perwverred ame. 
Beneath this load what abje& numbers groan,  - 
Th' entangled ſlaves to folly not their on! 
Meanly by faſhionable fear oppreſt, 65 
We ſeek our virtues in each other's breaſt ; 
Blind to ourſelves, adopt each foreign vice, 
Another's weakneſs, intereſt, or eaprice. 
Each fool te low ambition, poorly great, 
That pines in ſplendid wretchedneſs of ſtate, 50 
Tir'd in the treach'rous chace, would nobly yield, 
And but for ſhame, like SYLLa, quit the field: 
The dzmon Shame paints ſtrong the ridicule, 
And whiſpers cloſe, ** the world will call you fool.” 

Behold, yon wretch, by impious faſhion driv'n, 75 
Believes and trembles while he ſcoffs at heav'n, 
By weakneſs ftrong, and bold through fear alone, 
He dreads the ſneer by ſhallow coxcombs thrown ; 
Dauntleſs purſues the path Spinoza * trod; | 
To man a coward, and a raue to God b. 80 

| : Faith, 

a Benedict de Spinoza, the ſon of a Portugueſe Jew ſettled at Am- 
fterdam, He was born in 1633, and commenced philoſopher very early 
in life, His great atheiſtical principle was, That there is nothing properly 
and abſolutely exiſting, but matter and the modifications of matter; 
among which are even comprehended thoughts, abſtract and general ideas, 
compariſons, relations, combinations of relations, c. He __ in 1677. 

d Vois tu ce libertin en public intrepide, 


Qui preche contre un Dieu que dans ſon Ame il croit ? 
II iroit embraſſer la verits qu'il voĩt; 


OW 


Faith, juſtice, heav'n itſelf now quit their hold, 
When to falſe fame the captiv'd heart is ſold : 
Hence blind to truth, relentleſs Cato dy'd : 
Nought could ſubdue his virtue, but his pride. 
Hence chaſte Lucretia's innocence betray'd 8, 
Fell by that honour which was meant its aid. 

Thus Virtue finks beneath unnumber'd woes, - 
When paſſions born her friends, revolt, her foes. 

Hence SarixE's pow'r : tis her corrective part 
To calm the wild diſorders of the heart. go 
She points the arduous height where glory lies, 

And teaches mad ambition to be wile : 
In the dark boſom wakes the fair defire, 
Draws good from ill, a brighter flame from fire ; 
Strips black Oppreſſion of her gay diſguiſe, 95 
And bids the hag in native horror riſe ; 
Strikes tow'ring pride and lawleſs rapine dead, 
And plants the wreath on Virtue's awful head, 
Nor boaſts the Muſe a vain imagin'd pow'r, 
Though oft ſhe mourns thoſe ills ſhe cannot cure. 100 
The worthy court her, and the worthleſs fear; 
Who ſhun her piercing eye, that eye revere. 
Her awful voice the vain and vile obey, 
And every foe to wiſdom feels her ſway, 


Mais de ſes faux amis il craint la raillerie, 
Et as brave ainſi Dieu que par poltronnerie. 
BoiLzAv, Ep. 3. 


Smarts, 
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Smarts, pedants, as ſhe ſmiles, no more are vain z 
Deſponding fops reſign the chuded cane + 
Hulſh'd at her voĩee, pert folly's ſelf is fill, 
And dulneſs wonders while ſhe drops her quill. ' 
© Like the arm'd Bes, with art moſt fubtly true 
From pois'nous vice ſhe draws a healing dew : 
Weak are the ties that civil arts can find, 
To quell the ferment of the tainted mind : 
Cunning evades, ſecurely wrapt in wiles ; 
And Force ftrong-finew'd rends th* unequal tots : 
The ſtream of vice impetuous drives along, 
Too deep for policy, for pow'r too ſtrong. 
 Ev'n fair Religion, native of the ſkies, 
Scorn'd by the crowd, ſeeks refuge with the wife ; 
The crowd with laughter ſpurns her awful train, 
And Mercy courts, and Juſtice frowns in vain. 
But SaT1R»'s ſhaft can pierce the harden'd breaft ; 
She plays a raling paſſion on the reſt: 
Undaunted mounts the battery of his pride, 
An awes the Brave, that earth and heav'n defy'd. 
When fell Corruption, by her vaſſals crown'd, - 
Derides fall'n Juſtice proſtrate on the ground; 
Swift to redreſs an injur'd people's groan, 
Bold SaTirt ſhakes the tyrant on her throne 3 


# 


© Alluding to theſe lines of Mr. Pope ; 
In the nice bee what art ſo ſubtly true, 
From poi nous herbs extracts a healing dew, 
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Pow'rful as death, defies the ſordid. train, '2 03 4idT 
And ſlaves and ſycophants ſurround in van. 130 
But with the friends of Vice, the foes of Saving, 
All truth is ſpleen ; all juſt repropf, ill- nature. 

Well may they dread the Mule's fatal fill; 
Well may they tremble when ſhe draws her quill: =» 
Her magic quill, that like IT URIEL's ſpear 135 
Reyeals the claven hoof, or lengthen'd ear: 1 
Bids Vice and Folly take their natural ſhapes, 
Turns ducheſſes to ſtrumpets, beaux to apes; 
Drags the vile whiſperer from his dark abode, 


Till all the dzmon ſtarts up from the toad. | 140 


© ſordid maxim, form'd to ſcreen the vile, 
That true good-nature ſtill muſt wear a ſmile ! 
In frowns axray'd her beauties ſtronger riſe, 
When love of virtue wakes her ſcorn of vice : 
Where juſtice calls, tis cruelty to fave ; 145 
And *tis the law's good-natyre hangs the knave. 
Who combats Virtue's foe is Virtue's friend ; 
Then judge of Sa rixE's merit by her end: 
To guilt alone her vengeance ſtands confin'd, 
The object of her love is all mankind. 150 
Scarce more the friend of man, the wiſe muſt on, | 
Ev'n ALLEN's 4 bounteous hand, than Sarixz's frown: 


4 Ralph Allen, Eſquire, of Prior Park, near Bath, He died 2g4h of 
June, 2764, aged 724 
This 
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This to chaſtiſe, as that to bleſs, was giv'n 
Alike the faithful miniſters of heav n. | 

Oft' on unfeeling hearts the ſhaft is ſpenWt: 155 
Though ſtrong th' example, weak the puniſhment. 
They leaſt are pain'd, who merit Saua moſt; 
Folly the Laureat s *; Vice was Chartres f boaſt; 
Then where's the wrong, to gibbet high the name 
Of fools and knaves already dead to ſname ? 1560 
Oft' SaTiRE ads the faithful ſurgeon's part; 
Generous and kind, though painful is her art: 
With caution bold, ſhe only ſtrikes to heal, 
Tho' folly raves to break the friendly ſteel. 
Then ſure no fault impartial 84 uE knows, 165 
Kind, ev'n in vengeance kind, to Virtue's foes. | 
Whoſe is the crime, the ſcandal too be theirs; 
The knave and fool are — 0 

' LK 182 
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D ARE nobly then : but conſcious of your truſt, #4 


'S. + + 


As ever warm and bold, be ever juſt: 170 
Nor court applauſe in theſe degenerate days : _ ; 
The villain's cenſure is extorted praiſe, —_ 
But chief, be ſteady in a noble end, | | 
And ſhew mankind that truth has yet a friend, 
e Colley Cibber. 


f The infamous Colonel Chartres, 1 
\ | | 13 
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'Tis mean for empty praiſe of wit to write, 
As foplings grin. to ſhow their teeth are white: 
To brand a doubtful folly with a ſmilg, 
Or madly blaze unknown defects, is vile: 
"Tis doubly vile, when but to prove your art, 
You fix an arrow in a blameleſs heart: 139 
O loſt to honour's voice, O doom'd to ſhame, 
Thou fiend accurs'd, thou murderer of fame ! 
Fell raviſher, from innocence to tear n 
That name, than liberty, than life more dear! ö 
Where ſhall thy baſeneſs meet its juſt return, 185 
Or what repay thy guilt, but endleſs ſcorn ! 
And know, immortal truth ſhall mock thy toil : 
Immortal truth ſhall bid the ſhaft recoil ; 
With rage retorted, wing the deadly dart; ; | 
And empty all its poiſon in thy heart. 196 
With caution, next, the dang'rous power apply; 
An eagle's talon afks an eagle's eye: 
Let SaT1Rz then her proper object know, 
And ere ſhe ftrike, be ſure ſhe ſtrikes a foe. - 
Nor fondly deem the real fool confeſt, ; 195 
Becauſe blind Ridicule conceives a jeſt : * 
Before whoſe altar Virtue oft” hath bled, 
And oft? a deſtin'd victim ſhall be led: 
Lo, & Saß ry rears her high on Reaſon's throne, 8-4 
And loads the ſlave with honours not her own: 200 
EY Big- 
© It were to be wiſhed that Lord Shofiſbury had expreſſed himſelf with 
Vor. III. * | greater 
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words will make the matter clear to an unprejudiced mind. 
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Biz-ſwoln with folly, as her ſmiles provoke, 
Profaneneſs ſpawns, pert dunces nurſe the joke ! 
Come, let us join awhile this tittering ew,” * - 
And own the idiot guide for once is true; 

Deride our weak forefathers? muſty rule, | 205 
Who zherefore ſmil'd, becauſe they ſaw a fool; 


Sublimer 


greater preciſion on this ſubject: however, thus muck may be affirmed 
with truth, -* 

Iſt, By the general tenor of bis 3 
Freedom of wit and humour, it appears that his principal defign was 
to recommend the way of ridicule, (as he calls it) for the invefigation 
of truth, and detection of falſehood, not only in moral but religious ſub- 
jects, ' "4 | 

2dly, It appears no leſs evident, that, in the courſe of his reaſonings 
on this queſtion, he confounds two things which are in their nature and 
conſequences entirely different. Theſe are ridicule and good-bumour a the 
latter acknewledged by all to be the beſt mediator in every debate; the 
former no leſs regarded by moſt, as an embroiler and incendigry, Though 
he ſets out with a formal profelon of proving the efficacy of wit, hu- 
mour, and ridicule, in the inveſtigation of truth, yet, by ſhifting and 


mixing his terms, he generally ſlides inſenfibly into mere encomiums 


on good-breeding, chearfulnefs, urbanity, and free enquiry, This in- 
deed keeps ſomething like an argument on foot, and amuſes the ſuper- 
ficial reader; but to a more obſervant eye diſcovers. 4 very contemptible 
defect, either of fincerity ar penetration. 

The queſtion concerning ridicule may be thus not improperly ſtated, 
Whether doubtful propoſitions of any hind can be determined by the appli- 
cation of ridicule ? Much might be ſaid on this queſtion z but a few 


The 


\ 
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Sublimer logic now adorns our iſle, 

We therefore ſee a fool, becauſe we ſmile, _ 

Truth in her gloomy cave why fondly ſeek ? | 

Lo, gay ſhe fits in Laughter's dimpled cheek ; - 210 

Contemns each ſurly academic foe, | 4 

—w_ courts the ſpruce free-thinker and the beau, 
Dedalian 


The di ſapprobation or contempt which certain objects raiſe in the 
mind of man, is a particular mode of paſſion, The objects of this 
paſſion are apparent falſehood, incongruity, or impropriety of ſome 
particular kinds, Thus, the object of fear is apparent danger: the 
object of anger is apparent injury. But who hata ever dreamt of 
exalting the paſſions of fear and anger into a fandard or teft of real 
danger and injury? The defign muſt have been rejected as abſurd, be» 
cauſe it is the work of reaſon only, to correct and fix the paſſions on 
their proper objects. The caſe is parallel: apparent or ſerming falſe- 
hoods, &. are the objects of contempt ; but it is the work of rea» 
ſon only, to determine whether the ſuppoſed falſehood be real or fdi- 
tiaus. But it is ſaid, The ſenſe of ridicule can never be miſtaken.” 
r, no more can the ſenſe of danger, or the ſenſe of injarys 
„ What, do men never fear or reſent without reaſon 2" =— 
Yes, very commonly : but they as often deſpiſe and laugh without rea- 
ſon, Thus before an thing can be determined in either caſe, reaſon, 


and reaſon only, muſt examine circumſtances, ſeparate n. 


vpon, reſtrain, and correct the paſſion, 

Hence it follows, that the way of ridicule, of late ſo much cele- 
brated, is in fact no more than a ſpecies of eloquence ; and that too 
the lowef of alk others: Tully juſtly calls it, rexvifimus ingenii_fruc- 
tus, It applies to a paſſion, and therefore can go no farther in the in- 
veſtigation of iP; (198 HE of thoſe arts which tend to raiſe love, 
Ya pity, 
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Dædalias arguments but few can trace, 
But all can read the language of grimace. 1 
. Hence mighty Ridicule's all- conqu'ring hand 215 

Shall work Herculzan wonders through the land: 
Bound in the magic of hex cobweb chain, 
You, mighty WAR ZUR Ton, ſhall rage in vain, 
In vain the trackleſs maze of Truth You ſcan, 
And lend th' informing clue to erring man: 1; mas 


pity, terror, rage, or hatred in the heart of man. © Confequently, his 
Lordſhip might have tranſplanted the hole Gem of rberorit into bis 
new ſcheme, with the ſame propriety as he hath introduced the way f 
ridicule itſelf. & hopeful project this; for the propagation of truth! 

As this ſeems to be the real nature of ridicule, it hath been generally 
diſcouraged by philoſophers and divines, together with every other mode of 
eloquence, when applied to controverted opinions. This diſcouragement, 
- from what is ſaid above, appears to have been rational and juſt : there- 
fore the charge laid againft'divines with regard to this affair by a zealous 
admirer of Lord-$bafiſbury (fee note on the'Pleaſurts of Imagination, 
Book III.) ſeems entirely graundlefs. The diſtinction which the ſame 
author hath attempted with geſpect to the influence of ridicule, between 
ſpeculative and mora/ truths, ſeems no better founded. It ĩs certain that 
opinions are no lefs liable to ridicule than acfient. And it is no leſs cer- 
tain, that the way of ridicule cannot determine the propriety or impro- 
priety of the one, more than the truth or falſehood of the obe; becauſe 
the ſame paſſion of contempt is equally engaged in both caſes, and there- 
fore, as above, reaſon only can examine the circumſtances of the action or 
opinion, and thus fix the paſſion on its proper. objects. 

Upon the whole, this new deſign of diſcovering truth by the vague and 
unſteady Tight of ridicule, puts one in mind of the honeſt Iriſpman, who 
apply'd his candle to the ſun · dial in order to ſee bow the night went. » 

; | - 0 
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No more ſhall Reaſon boaſt her power divine, 
Her baſe eternal ſhaok'by Folly\s'mine ! 


Truth's ſacred fort'th''exploded laugh ſhall win; 


And coxcombs yanquiſh BrAKTET U by a grin. 
But you, more ſage, reje& th* inverted rule, 

That Truth is e'er explor'd by ridicule : 

On truth, on falſehood let her colours fall, 

She throws a dazzling glare alike on all; 

As the gay priſm but mocks the flatter'd eye, 

And gives to every object every dye. 

Beware the mad advent'rer: bold and blind 

She hoiſts her ſail, ——— GRganh 

Deaf as the ſtorm to finking Virtue's groan, 

Nor heeds a friend's deſtruction, or her own. 

Let clear-ey'd Reaſon at the helm preſide, 

Bear to the wind, or ſtem the furious tide; . 

Then mirth may urge, when reaſon can explore, 

This point the way, that waft us glad to ſnore. 


Though diſtant times may rife in Saris“ Page, | 


Yet chief tis her's to draw the preſent age: 
With Wiſdom's luſtre, Folly's ſhade contraſt, 
And judge the reigning. manners by the paſt ; 
Bid Britain's heroes (awful ſhades I) ariſe, 
And ancient honour beam on modern vice : 
Point back to minds ingenuous, actions fair, 
'Till the ſons bluſh at what their fathers were : 


Þ Biſhop Berkley, 
Y 3 
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Ere yet twas beggary the great to trut:; 
Ere yet twas quite a folly to be juſt; 

When /ow-born ſharpers only dar'd a lie, 1 6100 
Or falfify'd the card, or coggę d the dye: 0 290 
Ere lewdneſa the ſtain'd garb of honour wore, 


Or chaſtity was carted for. the whore ; 


Vice flutter'd, in the plames of freedom dreſt ; 
Or public ſpirit was the public jeſt. | 
Be ever in a.juft expreſſion bold, mig x 255 
Yet ne'er degrade fair gun to a ſcold : | 
Let no unworthy mien her form debafe, 
But let her ſmile, and let her frown with d 
In mirth be temp'rate, tempꝰ rate in her ſpleen ; 
Nor while ſhe preaches modeſty, obſcene. 260 
Deep let her wound, not rankle to a ſore, 
Nor call his Lordſhip , her Grace a ——: 
The Muſe's charms reſiſtleſs then aſſail, 
When wrapt in irony's tranſparent veil ; | 
Her beauties half. conceal'd the more furprize, 265 
And keener luftre ſparkles in her eyes. a 
Then be your line with ſharp encomiums grae'd: : 
Style Clodius honourable, Bafa chaſte. 

Dart not on Folly an indignant eye: 
Who e'er diſcharg*d artillery on a fly ? 270 
Deride not Vice: abſurd the thought and vain, 
To bind the tyger in fo weak a chain. 
Nay more: when flagrant crimes your laughter move, 
The knave exults ; to ſmile is to approve. 
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The Muſe's labour then ſucceſs ſhall crown, 275 
When Folly feels her ſmile, and Vice her frown. | 

Know next what meaſures to each theme belong, 
And ſuit your thoughts and numbers to your ſong : 
On wing proportion'd to your quarry*riſe, _ | 
And ſtoop to earth, or ſoar among the ſkies, , _ '280 
Thus when a modiſh folly you rehearſe, | 
Free the expreſlion, ſimple be the verſe. 
In artleſs numbers paint th* ambitious peer 
That mounts the box, and ſhines a charioteer : J.. 
In ſtrains familiar ſing the midnight toil | 285 
Of camps and ſenates diſciplin'd by Hoyle. 
Patriots and chiefs whoſe deep deſign invades, 
And carries off the captive king of — ſpades / 
Let SaTirE here in milder vigour ſhine, | 
And gayly graceful ſport along the line; 299 
Bid courtly Faſhion quit her thin pretence, | 
And ſmile each affeQation into ſenſe. 

Not ſo when Virtue by her guards betray'd, 
Spurn'd from her throne, implores the Muſe's aid; 
When crimes, which erſt in kindred darkneſs lay, 295 
Riſe frontleſs, and inſult the eye of day ; 
Indignant Hymen veils his hallow'd fires, 
And white-rob'd Chaſtity with tears retires ; | 
When rank Adultery on the genial bed | 
Hot from Cocytus rears her baleful head: 300 
When private faith and public truſt are ſold, | 
And traitors barter liberty for gold ; N 

N When 
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When fel] Corruption « dark and deep, Hxe Fate, 
Saps the foundation of a ſinking rr 


When giant · vice and irreligon riſe, 
On mountain'd fal ſehoods to invade the ſkies : 


Then warmer numbers glow through SATIRE” s page, 
And all her ſmiles are darken'd into rage: 


On eagle-wing ſhe gains Parnaſſus height, 
Not lofty Eric ſoars a nobler flight: 
Then keener indignation fires her eye; 
Then flaſh' her lightnings, and her thunders fly ; ; 
Wide and more wide her flaming bolts are hurl'd, 
Till all her wrath involves the guilty world, 
Yet SarixE oft' aſſumes a gentler mien, 
And beams on Virtue's friends a look ſerene : 


She wounds reluctant, x pours her balm with joy, 


Glad to commend where merit ſtrikes her eye. 
But tread with cautious ſtep this dangerous ground, 
Beſet with faithleſs precipices round: 

Truth be your guide; diſdain Ambition's call; 
And if you fall with truth, you greatly fall. 

Tis Virtue's native luſtre that muſt Sine: 

The poet can but /et if in his line: 

And who unmoy'd with laughter can behold 

A ſordid pebble meanly grac'd with gold ? 

Let real merit then adorn your lays, 

For ſhame attends on proſtituted praiſe : 

And all your wit, your moſt diſtinguiſh'd art 
But makes us grieve, you want an honeſt heart. 
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Nor think the Muſe by $aT1R8's law ; confin'd: , 
She yields deſcription, of the nobleſt kind. n 
Inferior art the landſcape may delign, . 
And paint the purple evening in the line: 
Her dating thought eſſays 2 higher plan; 5 
Her hand delineates paſſion, pictures man. 
And great the toil, the latent ſoul to trace, 

To paint the heart, and catch internal grace; 
By turns bid vice or virtue ſtrike our eyes, | 

Now bid a Moſſe or a Cromwell! riſe ; 

Now with a touch, more ſacred and refin'd,” 

Call forth a CuzsTERFIELD's orLonsDaLis's mind. 
Here ſweet or ſtrong may every colour flow : 

Here let the pencil warm, the canvas glow : : 

Of light and ſhade proyoke che noble Krise, 2 345 
And wake each frbing, feature i into life, 3 


P A, R T III. 

THROUGH ages thus hath Saria keenly ſhin'd, 

The friend to truth, to virtue, and mankind: 
Yet the bright flame from virtue ne'er bad ſprung, 
And man was guilty ere the poet ſung. 350 
This Muſe in filence joy'd each better age, 
Till glowing crimes had wak'd her into rage.. 
Truth ſaw her honeſt ſpleen with new delight, | 
And bade her wing her ſhafts, and urge their flight. * 
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Firſt on the ſons of Greeee ſue prov d her art, 355 
And Sparta felt the fierce Iambic dart i. | 2 
To LaTivm next avenging SATizE fle): 
The flaming faulchion rough Lvertitvys * drew; 
With dauntleſs warmth in Virtue's cauſe engag' d, 
And conſcious villains trembled as he rag'd. 360. 

Then ſportive Hot act caught the generous fire, 
For SaT1r e's bow refign*d the founding lyre : 
Each arrow poliſh'd in his hand was ſeen, 
| Aud as it grew more poliſh'd, grew more keen. 8 
His art, conceal d in ſtudy'd rue, 365 
Politely fly, cajol'd the foes of ſenſe: 1 1 
He feem'd to ſport and trifle with the dart, 
But while he fported, drove it to the heart. 
In graver ſtrains majeſtic Prxstus wWrote, | 

Big with a ripe exuberance of thought: 4 $70 
Greatly ſedate, contemn'd a tyrant's reign, 
And laſh'd corruption with a calm Aiſdain. 

More ardent eloquence, and boundleſs rage 
Inflame bold JuvzexaL's exalted Page. 


i Archiloehum proprio rabies armavit Bade. Hot, 
"  Enſe velut ſtricto quoties Licilius ardefis 1 
Infremuit, rubet auditor cui frigida mens eſt 
Criminibus, tacita ſadanit preecerdia culpa. vv. 8. 1. 
1 Omne vaſer vitium ridehti Flatcus amico 
Tangit, & admiſſus cireum prettortia ludit, 
Callidus excuſſo populum ſuſpendere naſo. P ERS. S. 3. 
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His mighty numbers aw d crrupted Nm. 
And ſwept audagious greatneſs to its doom s | 
The headlong torrent thundering from on high, 
Rent the proud rock that lately bray'd the ſky. 
But lo ! the fatal victor of mankinßd. 
Swoln Luxury {—Pale Ruin ſtalks behind! 380 
As countleſs inſects from the north-eaſt pour, r 
To blaſt the ſpring, and ravage every flowr: 
So barbarous millions ſpread contagious denth: 
The ſick' ning laurel wither'd at their breath. 
Deep ſuperſtition's night the ſkies o'erhung, 
Beneath whoſe balefal dews the poppy ſprang. 22K 
No longer Genius woo'd the Nine to love, 
But Dulnefs nodded in the, Mules? grove : 1 
Wit, ſpirit, freedom, were the ſole offence, + bc 
Nor aught was held ſo dangerous as ſenſe, 390 
At length, again fair Science ſhot her ray, * 
Dawn'd in the ſkies, and ſpoke returning day. 
Now, SaT1RE8, triumph o'er thy flying ſoe, [ 
Now load thy quiver, firing thy flacket'd bow ! 94 
'Tis done — See, great ENMASsuUs breaks the ſpell, 395 
And wounds triumphant Folly in her cell! 
(lg vain the folemn cowl ſurrounds her face, 
Vain all her bigot'cant; her ſour grimace) . 
With ſhame compell'd/her leaden-throne to quit, 
And own the force of reaſon urg'd by wit. 400 
Twas then plain Doms in honeſt vengeance roſe, 
His wit refulgent, though bis rhyme was proſe: 


: 
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He midſt an age of puns and nts wrote 

With genuine ſenſe, and Reman Rrength of thought. 
Yet ſcarce had Sn well relum'd her flame, 405 

(With grief the Muſe recordb her country's ſhame ) 


Ere Britain ſaw the ſoul revolt commen cs, 
And treach'roub Wit began her war with Senſe. 

Then *roſe à ſhameleſs} mercenary train,, 
Whom lateſt time ſhall view with juſt e: 1110 
A race fantaſtie in"whoſe gaudy line nc Na O 


Untutor'd thought, ard — ORR get 220 208 
Wit's ſhatter'd mirror les in fragments bright, 
Reflects not nature] hut con fohnmds the fight. © 
Dry morals the oburt- pvet bluſh'd to ng 415 
*T was all his praiſe to ſay br oddeft thing. zu! 
Proud for a jeſt obſeene, «patrons nod. at | 
To martyr Virtue, or blaſpheme his Goc. 
Ill-fated DevBent' 9 and. hs 
Th' extremes of wit and "meatinefsJair'd in thee ! 420 
Flames that could mount, and gain their kindred ſkies, 
Low creeping in the putrid fink dP vices” - 
A Muſe whom Wiſdom woo'd, but woo'd in vain, 
The pimp of por, the proſtitute to gain: 
Wreaths, that ſnould deck fair Virtue's form alone, 425 
To ſtrumpets, traitors, tyrants, vilely thrown : . | 
Unrival'd parts; the'ſcorn'of honeſt fame; 
And genius riſe; a monument of ſhame ! 
More hippy France: immortal Boi LRA there 
Supported genus with a ſage's care 430 
FE 5 Him 
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Him with her love propitious 8a Ik t bleſt: 
And breath'd her airs divine into his breaſt; 
Fancy and ſenſe to form his line conſpire, © -- 
And faultleſs judgment guides the pureſt fire; - 

But ſee, at length, the Brizi/6 Genius ſmile, 435 
And ſhow'r her boupties o'er her favour'd iſle : 
Behold for Por ſhe twines the laurel crown, 
And centers every poet's power in one 7 
Each Roman's ſorce adorns his various page 3 
Gay ſmiles, collected ſtrength, and manly rage. 449 
Deſpairing Guilt and Dulneſs loath the wel 4 
As ſpectres vaniſh at approaching light: 
In this clear mirror with delight we view. 
Each image juſtly fine, and boldly true; 9 
Here Vice, dragg'd forth by Truth's ſupreme decree, 445 
Beholds and hates her own. deformity ; ,. ' - - | 
While ſelf-ſeen Virtue in the faithful line | 
With modeſt joy ſurveys her form divine 
But oh, what thoughts, what numbers ſhall I find, 
But faintly to expreſs the poet's mind! 4350 
Who yonder ſtar's effulgence can diſplay; . | 
Unleſs he dip his pencil in the ray? 
Who paint a god, unleſs the god inſpire? 
What catch the lightning, but the ſpeed. of fire ? 
So, mighty Porz, to make thy genius known, 455 
All pow'r is weak, all numbers — but thy ow nm. 
Each Muſe for thee with kind contention: ſtrove, 
For thee the Graces left th' Ip ALIAN grove: 
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With watchful fondneſs o'er thy ends hung, 


Attun'd thy vaice, and form'd thy infant tongue. 


| Next, to her bard majeſtic Wiſdom came; . 


The bard enraptur'd caught the heav'nly flame: 
With taſte ſuperior ſcorn'd the venal tribe; 
Whom fear can ſway, or guilty greatneſs bribe; 
At fancy's call who rear the wanton fall, 
Sport with the ſtream, and trifle ip the gale : 
Sublimer views thy daring ſpirit bound ; 

Thy. mighty voyage was creation's rqund ; 


Intent new worlds of wiſdom to explore, 


N. 


And bleſs mankind with Virtue's ſacred ſtore ; 

A nobler joy than wit can give, impart; 

And pour a moral tranſport o'er the heart. 
Fantaſtic wit ſhoots momentary fires, 

And like a meteor, while we. gaze, expires : 

Wit kindled by the ſulph'rous breath of Vice, 
Like the blue lightoing, while it ſhines, deſtroys : 
But genius, fir'd by Truth's eternal ray, 


urns clear and conſtant, like the NN of day: 


Like this, its beam prolific and reſin 

Feeds, warms, inſpirits, and exalts Fo mind 7 
Mildly diſpels each wint'ry paſſion's gloom, 
And opens all the virtues into bloom. 

This praiſe, immortal Por x, to thee be given: 
Thy genius was indeed a gift from heav'n. 
Hail, bard unequall'd, in whoſe deathleſs line 
Reaſon and wit with ſtrength collected ſhine : 
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Where matchleſs wit but wins the ſecond praiſe, 

Loſt, nobly loſt, in Truth's ſuperior blaze. 1 

Did Fz1eznDsnty er millead thy wand'ring Muſe ? 

That friendſhip ſure may plead the great excuſe, 490 _ 

That ſacred friendſhip which inſpir'd thy ſong, —_ 

Fair in defect, and amiably wrong. | | 1 

Error like this ev'n truth can ſcarce reprove; . © i 

'Tis almoſt virtue when it flows from love. 
Ye deathleſs names, ye fons of endleſs praiſe, 495 

By virtue crown'd with never- fading bays ! | 

Say, ſhall an artleſs Muſe, if you inſpire, "2 

Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire ? 

Or if, O Wax ZUR rox, inſpir'd by You, h 

The daring Muſe a nobler path purſue, 

By, You inſpir'd, on trembling pinion ſoar, 

The ſacred founts of focial bliſs explore, 

In her bold numbers chain the tyrant's rage, 

And bid her country's glory fire her page: 

If ſuch her fate, do thou, fair Truth, deſcend, 80g 

And watchful guard her in an honeſt end; | 

Kindly ſevere, inſtruct her equal line 

To court no friend, nor own a foe but thine.” 

But if her giddy eye ſhould vainly quit 

Thy ſacred paths, to run the maze of wit; 519 

If her apoſtate heart ſhould e er incline 

Ta offer incenſe at Corruption's ſhrine; 
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| 


felorſhip in the univerſity of Oxford, 
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Urge, urge thy pow'r, the black attempt confound, 
And daſh. the ſmoking cenſer to the ground. 


Thus ad to fear, inſtructed bards may ſee, 515 


e OO to ſink in lufamy. „ 


N eee 
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An Epiſode from the Poem called Sickness, Book ll. 
Dye Boi Rowen... 


— In meaſur'd time 

(So heav'n has will'd) together with their ſnows, 
The everlaſting hills ſhall melt away: 

This ſolid globe diffolve, as ductile wax 


Before the breath of Vulcan; like a ſcroll 
Shrivel th' unfolded curtains of the {ky ; 


a William Thompſon. was the ſecond ſon of the Rev, Mr, Francis 
Thompſon, thirty-two years vicar of Brough, in Weſtmorland, He re- 
ceived his education at Queen's College, Oxford, where he afterwards 
became a fellow; and took the degree of M. A. 26th February 1738. 
He was rector of South Weſton and Hampton Pyle, in the county of 
Oxford; and in 1751 was an unſucceſsful candidate for the Poetry pto- 
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Thy planets, NzwToN, tumble from their ſpheres ; 
The moon be periſh'd from her bloody orb; 
The ſun himſelf, in liquid ruin, ruſh-- 
And deluge with deſtroying flames the globe 
Peace then, my ſoul, nor grieve that Porz is dead, 

If e'er the tuneful ſpirit, ſweetly ſtrong, 
Spontaneous numbers, teeming in my breaſt, | 
Enkindle ; O, at that exalting name, 
Be favourable, be propitious now, 
While, in the gratitude of praiſe, I ing 
The works and wonders of this man divine. 
IT tremble while I write His liſping Muſe 

Surmounts the loftieſt efforts of my age. 
What wonder ? when an infant, he apply'd 
The loud“ Papinian trumpet to his lips, 
Fir'd by a ſacred fury, and inſpir'd 
With all the god, in ſounding numbers ſung 
© Fraternal rage, and guilty Thebes alarms, 1 

Sure at his birth (things not unknown of old) 
The Graces round his cradle wove the dance, 
And led the maze of harmony: the Nine, 
Prophetic of his future honours, pour'd | 
Plenteous, upon his lips, Caſtalian dews ; 
And Attic bees their golden flore diſtill'd. | 
The ſoul of Hows, fliding from its ſtar, 


o Tranflation of the Fir Byok of Statius's Thebais, 
Vor. III. N 2 
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Where, radiant, over the poetic World 
It rules and ſheds its 1fluence, for joy 
Shouted, and bleſs ' the birth: the facred choir 


Of poets, born in elder, better times, * 
Enraptur'd, catch'd the elevating ſound, 


And roll'd the gladd'ning news from ſphere to ſphere. 


Imperial Windfor ! raiſe thy brow auguſt, 
Superbly gay exalt thy to ry head; 
And bid thy foreſts dance, and nodding, wave 
A verdant teſtimohy of thy joy: 5 

A native Oxyatvs Wurbling in thy ſhades. 
O liſten to Artis“ tender plaiht! 
How gently rural 1 without coarſeneſs plain; 
How ſimple in his elegance of grief! 
A ſhepherd, but no clown, His every lay 
Sweet as the early pipe along the dale, 
When hawthorns bud, or on the chymy brow 
When all the mountains bleat, and valleys fing ; 
Soft as the nighüngale's hirdionious woe, 
In dewy even-tide, when cowllips drop 
Their ſleepy heads, and languith in the breeze. 

© Next in the critic-chair furvey him thron'd, 

Imperial in his art, prefcribing laws | 
Clear from the knitted brow, and ſquinted ſheer ; 
Learn'd without pedantry ; correaly bold, 


e Windſor Foreſt : Mr, Porz born there. 4 Paftorals, 
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And regularly eaſy. Gentle, now, 
As riſing incenſe, or deſcending dews, 
The variegated echo of bis cheme: 
Now, animated flame commands the ſoul 
To glow with ſacred wonder. Pointed wit 
And keen diſcernment form the certain page. 
Juſt, as the STA@YRITE ; as Horace, free; 
As Fanian, clear; and as PxTRON1Us, gay. 
f But whence thoſe: peals of laughter ſhake the ſides 


of decent mirth? Am I in Fairy-and? 


Voung, evaneſcent forms, before my eyes, 

Or ſkim, or ſeem to ſkim ; thin eſſences 

Of fluid light ; zilphs, zilphids, elves, and gnomes ; 
Genii of Roficruce, and ladies“ gods 

And, lo, in ſhining'trails BrTIN Da's hair, 65 
Beſpangling with diſhevell'd beams the ſkies, - 

Flames o'er the night. Behind, a fatyr grins, 

And, jocund, holds a glaſs, reflecting, fair, 

Hoops, croſſes, mattadores ; beaux, ſhocks, and belles, 
Promiſcuouſly whimſical and gay. 

Tasso, hiding his diminiſh'd head, 

Droops o'er the laughing page: while Bort.zav ſkulks, 
With bluſhes 8 INES beneath the deſk. 


f Rape of the Lock. 

8 Alefſandro Taſſoni, author of a poem entitled La Szccnra Ra- 
PTA, or The Rape of the Bucket, written in the * 2611, but got 
publiſhed until 2623. 
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More h mournful ſcenes invite; The milky vein 
Of amorous grief devolves its placid wave 
Soft- ſtreaming o'er the ſoul, in weeping woe 
And tenderneſs of anguiſh. - While we read 
Th' infectious page, we ficken into lore, 
And languiſh with involuntary fires, 
The Zephyr, panting on the ſilken buds 
Of breathing violets ; the virgin's ſigh, 
Roſy with youth, are turbulent and rude; 
To Sarrho's plaint, and Enoisa's moan; 
Heav*ns ! what a flood of empyreal day 
My aking eyes involves: A + temple ſoars, 
Riſing like-exhalations:on a mount, 
And wide its adamantine valves expands. 
Three monumental columns, bright in air, 
Of figur'd gold, the centre of the quire 
With luſtre, fill. Porr on-the midmoſ ſhines - 
Betwixt his Homzz+and his Horace plac'd, 
Superior, by the hand of juſtice. Faun, 
With all her mouths, th* eternal trumpet ſwells, : 
Exulting at his name ; and, grateful, pours 
The lofty notes of never-dying praiſe, 
Triumphant, floating. on-the wings of wind, 
Sweet o'er the world: th* ambroſial ſpirit flies 
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n Ovrp's Sarruo to Phabx : And ET 01s A to ABEILAñKD. 
1 Temple of FAME. 
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Diffuſtve, in its progreſs wid'ning ſtill, ro 

„Dear to the earth, and grateful to the ſky.” | 

Faux owes him more than e'er ſhe can repay : 

She owes her very temple to his hands; 

Like Ilium built ; by hands no leſs divine ! 
Attention, rouze thyſelf ! the maſter's hand 

(The maſter of our ſouls !) has chang'd the key, 

And bids the thander of the battle roar 

Tumultuous k. HouER, Homes is our own ! 

And Grecian heroes flame in Britiſh lines. 

What pomp of words ! what nameleſs energy 

Kindles the verſe ; invigours every line ; 

Aſtoniſhes, and overwhelms the ſoul 

In tranſports toſs'd ! when fierce Acrities raves, 

And flaſhes, like a comet, o'er the field, 

To wither armies with his martial frown. 

I ſee the battle rage; I hear the wheels 

Careering with their brazen orbs ! The ſhout 

Of nations rolls (the labour of the winds) 

Full on my ear, and ſhakes my inmoſt ſoul. 

Deſcription never could ſo well deceive : 

'Tis real! Troy is here, or I at Txzoy 

Enjoy the war. My ſpirits, all on fire, 

With unextinguiſh'd violence are borne 

Above the world, and mingle with the gods, 


* Tranſlation fs, 
2 3 Olympus 
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* Olympus rings with arms ! the firmament, 

Beneath the lightning of Minerva's ſhield, 

Burns to the centre: rock the tow'rs of heav'n, 

All nature trembles, ſave the throne of Jove. - 
To root exceſſes from the human breaſt ; 

Behold a beauteous pile of Ethics riſe; 

Senſe, the foundation ; harmony, the walls ; 

(The Dorique grave, and gay Corinthian join'd) 

Where Sockarzs and Horace jointly reign, 

Beſt of philoſophers ! of poets too 

The beſt ! he teaches thee thyſelf to know : 

That virtue is the nobleſt gift of heav'n: 

« And vindicates the ways of Gop to man.” 

O hearken to the moraliſt polite ! 

Enter his ſchool of truth, where PLaTto's ſelf 

Might preach, and TuLLy deign to lend an ear. 
m Laſt ſee him waging with the fools of rhyme 

A wanton, harmleſs. war. Dunce after dunce ; 

Beaux, doctors, templars, courtiers ; ſophs and cits, 

Condemn'd to ſuffer life. The motley crew, | 

Emerging from oblivion's muddy pool, | 

Give the round face to view; and ſhameleſs front 

Proudly expoſe ; till laughter haye her fill. 
Born to improve the age, and cheat mankind 

Into the road of honour !—Vice again 

The gilded chariot drives: For he is dead! 


1 Ethic Epiſtles, u Dunciad. 
A. 9 I ſaw 
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I ſaw the ſable barge, along his Thames, 
In ſlow ſolemnity beating the tide, f 
Convey his ſacred duſt Its ſwans expiz'd ; 
Wither'd, in Twit'nam bowers, the laurel-bough; 
Silent, the Muſes broke their idle lyres : 
Th' attendant Graces check'd the ſprightly dance, 
Their arms unlock'd, and catch'd the farting tear : 
And Virtue for her loſt defender mourn'd ! ! 
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The Cave of Pos, A 88 


By Rozzar DoDSA ET. 


WY HEN durk oblivion in her ſable cloak 
Shall wrap the names of heroes and of kings; 
And their high deeds, ſubmitting to the ſtroke 
Of time, ſhall fall amongſt forgotten things : 


2 The modeſt and ingenious collector of theſe volumes. He was 
born in 1703, acquired a handſome fortune as a bookſeller, and died at 
the houſe of his friend Mr. Spence, at Durham, 25 September 1764, 
He was the author of ſeveral dramatic and other pieces, which ae col- 
leted in two volumes, under the title of Tairtns. 
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Then (for the Muſe chat diſtant day can ſee) | 
On Thames's bank the ſtranger ſhall arrive, 

With curious 'wiſh thy ſacred grott to ſee, ' 
Thy ſacred grott ſhall with thy nas Tarvive, 
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Grateful n EY age to age, 


With pious hand the ruin ſhall repair : 


Some good old man, to each enquiring ſage 


Pointing the place, ſhall cry, The Bard liv'd there, 


” Whoſe ſong was muſic to the lik ning ear, 


vet taught audacious vice and A ſhame ; : 


«« Eaſy his manners, but his life ſevere; 
«« His word alone gave my or ß, 


6  Sequeſter'd from the fool and coxcombumie, . 
Beneath this filent roof the Muſe be found; 
« "Twas here he ſlept inſpir'd, or ſat and writ; 
Here with his friends the ſocial glaſs went round,” 
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The ſteps which thou ſo-long before haſt trod; 
With reverend wonder view the ſolemn place, 


From whence thy genius ſoar'd to nature's God, 


Then, 
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Then, ſome ſmall gem, or moſs, or ſhining ore, 
Departing, each ſhall pilfer, in fond hope 

To pleaſe their friends on every diſtant ſhore, 
Boaſting a relic from the caye of Porz. 
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